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The  Supremacy  of 


Among  the  newspapers  of  Canada  is  not  a  matter  of  accident 
— such  success  is  earned  only  by  many  years  of  consistent 
pubhc  service,  and  constant  adherence  to  sound  principles. 

TRUTH — Truth  informs  the  judgment,  rectifies  the  mind,  and  pleases  the 
understanding. 

It  is  the  main  factor  in  establishing  lasting  confidence  in  a  daily  paper. 
An  unexampled,  accurate  news  service,  attractively  presented  to  the  in- 
telligent reader,  is  the  constant  aim  of  THE  MAIL  AND  EMPIRE. 

C 'ONSIS TENCY — Without  consistency,  there  is  no  moral  strength.  Publi- 
cations, like  people  who  waver  in  their  principles,  are  weak  leaders  of 
popular  opinion. 

Throughout  its  long  history,  honesty  of  purpose  and  the  steadfast  cham- 
pionship of  robust  Canadian  principles  have  guided  the  policv  of  THE 
MAIL  AND  EMPIRE. 

MODERATION — The  boundary  of  man  is  moderation.  When  once  we 
pass  that  pale,  our  guardian  angel  quits  his  charge  of  us.  Moderation 
in  demands,  thought  and  criticism  is  the  balance  wheel  that  Canada 
needs  to-day.  It  is  the  policy  that  is  consistently  and  persistentlv  urged 
by  THE  MAIL  AND  EMPIRE. 

REASON — The  proper  work  of  man,  the  grand  drift  of  human  life,  is  to 
follow  reason. 

With  balanced  thought  and  calm  deliberation,  strife  and  upheavals 
would  become  reminiscences. 

Canadians  who  believe  in  the  greatnessof  our  institutions  and  the  need 
of  intelligent  enterprise  and  co-operation  read  THE  MAIL  AND 
EMPIRE.- 

Many  men  do  not  allow  their  principles  to  take  root,  but  pull 
them  up  every  now  and  then  to  see  if  they  are  growing.  Some 

publications  follow  suit. 

For  freedom  from  party  and  personal  domination,  and  a  fight 

to  a  finish  on  sound,  honest  and  patriotic  principles,  read 
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From  the  Book  that  is  Loved   by  Millions. 

Romance  Lives  and  Breathes  Again  in  this 
Fair  Tale  of  the  Captive  Maid  of  "Exmoor" 

Allen 


WEEK  OF 
DEC.  25th. 


DOWNTOWN 


Perils  of  the  Social  Life 

Customer:  "Seems  to  me  that  razor 
is  rather  dull." 


Barber:  "Mought  be,  sah.      It  was 

-Wxio\£i. 


to  a  pahty  las'  night,  sah." 


G— G— G 
FoAvl,  Fowl 

Guest  (at  country  hotel)  :  "Where 
is  that  chicken  I  ordered  an  hour 
ago?" 

Waitress:  "It'll  be  here  soon,  sir. 
The  cook  hasn't  killed  it  yet,  but  she 
has  got  in  a  couple  of  nasty  blows." 

— Record. 

G— G— G 

A  sprinter  usually  loses  out  in  the 
long  run. 

— Widow. 
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TORONTO 

"Close    to    Everything" 

The  students  of  Toronto  will  find  here  arrange- 
ments   and    facilities    charming    in 
every    detail    for 

Glass  and  Society  Functions 

of  all  kinds 


Every  evening  (except  Sunday)  from  lo  to  i  o'clock  the 

SUPPER  DANCE 

provides  the  most  delightful  recreation  in  an  atmos- 
phere wholesome  and  refined 
Music  specially  arranged  for  the  new 

KING    EDWARD    ORCHESTRA 

ROLAND  TODD  -  -  -  DIRECTOR 


GEO.  H.  O'NEIL 
Gen.  Manager 
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And  Judge? 

Fiction  marries  the  man  to  the  girl 
in  the  end.  Life  marries  him  in  the 
beginning.  — Smart   Set 

G— G— G 

Art:  Do  y'know  any  of  Shake- 
speare's quotations? 

Artful :  No ;  I  never  knew  he  was 
a  stock  broker.  — Octopus. 


Good  For  Her 

Daughter:  Everett  kissed  me  last 
night. 

Mother  (indignantly)  :  That  is  out- 
rageous.     Did  you  sit  on  him  for  it? 

Daughter:      I  did.       — Whirlwind. 

G— G— G 

Bobbed  hair  certamly  has  been 
rough  on  rats.  — Widow. 
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'*Never  More!" 

The    Best   Resolution   You   Can   Make 
Is    To   Always   Use   An 


EVEREADY  flashlights  and  bat- 
teries are  for  sale  at  electrical, 
hardware,  drug,  sporting-goods 
and  general  stores;  auto  supply 
dealers  and  garages. 


EVEREM)? 

FLASHUGHT 


for  Safety 's  Sake 


Hand  -  Knit^Outerwear 


Monarch 
Yarns 

Monarch-Knit 
Hosiery 

Two  Steeples 
English 
Hosiery 

Woollen 
Gloves,  etc. 


Everything  For  The  Knitter 
at 

Jeane  Duncan  Yarn  Shoppe 

235  Yonge  St.,  Toronto 


His  Present  Roommate  Must  Suit  Him,  Though 

She:  "Was  that  your  roommate  we  just  passed?" 

He:  "Why,  no.      I  don't  even  know  him." 

She:    "That's   funny.      He   gave   that   suit   you   have   on   an 

awful  scrutiny." 

— Beanpot. 
G— G— G 

Note 

Rendezvous — a  place  where  you  can  catch  cold  waiting 

for  her. 

— Smart  Set. 
G~G— G 

Did  He? 

"Darn  it,  if  there's  not  a  letter  for  me  from  Jane  this  morning 
I'm  going  to  choke  some  one.     Want  to  come  up  to  the  room?" 

— Tiger. 
G— G— G 

22*s  Keenest:  "How  did  you  get  that  wonderful  wavy  hair. 
George?" 

OO's  Pride:  "Turning  somersaults  on  a  corrugated  roof  in 
my  youth,  m'dear."  — Orange  Owl. 

G— G— G 

Tramp:  "Your  dog  just  bit  a  piece  of  flesh  out  of  my  leg. 
mum." 

Woman:  "Glad  you  mentioned  it.  I  was  just  going  to 
feed  him."  '  — Gaboon. 


Goblin 

"Eight   o'clock,"   said   the   girl   as   she   swallowed  her   wrist 
watch.  — Awgwan. 

G— G— G 

Among  our  friends  we  have, — 

The  girl  with  the  room-mate. 

The  telephone  artist. 

The  one  who  meets  us  at  the  door  dressed  to  go  out. 

The  partner  who  spends  the  alternate  dances  in  the  dress- 
ing room. 

The  one  with  the  utter  disregard  for  'cab  meters. 

The  "Life  of  the  Party." 

The  girl  who  says,  "If  it  wasn't  so  late  I'd  ask  you  up." 

The  narrator  of  the  after-the-game  party. 

The  one  who  says,  "I'm  not  at  all  hungry,  but  I  must  try 
some  of  the  lobster." 

The  girl  who  keeps  her  eyes  open. 

The  one  who's  lettmg  her  bobbed  hair  grow. 

The  eleventh-hour  date-breaker. 

The  girl  who  brmgs  her  own  chaperone. 

The  good-looking  jay-walker. 

The  one  who  "must  ask  mother." 

The  mint-mouthed  blonde. 

The  girl  who  never  smokes  your  brand. 

The  girl  with  the  trick  laugh. 


-Voo  Doo. 


G— G— G 
'Twas  Midnight 

'Twas  midnight  in  the  parlor, 
'Twas  darkness  everywhere; 

The  silence  was  unbroken, 

'Cause  there  was  no  one  there. 


—Ski  U  Mah. 


G— G— G 

Use  a  Funnel 

"Darling,  my  love  for  you  is  greater  than  the  world!     Larger 
than  creation!      Wider  than  the  ocean!      Let  me  pour  it  into 


your  ear 


I" 


-Ex. 


G— G-G 

Such  Is  Love 

Brown  was  making  a  visit  to  a  girl  who  lived  in  the  country, 
and  they  were  walking  through  the  fields  when  they  noticed  a 
cow  and  a  calf  rubbing  noses  in  bovine  love.  He  spoke  up: 
"The  sight  of  that  makes  me  want  to  do  the  same  thing." 

"Go  ahead,  "  she  replied,  "it's  father's  cow." 

— Chost. 


^'Say   it   with  Flowers'^ 

There  is  sentiment  in  Flowers 
that  the  recipient  appreciates. 


Limited 
8  West  Adelaide  St.  Toronto,  Canada 

PRICES    AS    LOW    AS    THE    LOWEST    AND 
QUALITY   THE  BEST. 


mirth 


Columbia  popular  songs  and  dance  tunes  make  life 
merry  and  bright.  There's  no  face  can  keep  straight 
nor  feet  remain  still  when  their  melody  pours  forth. 
Your  Columbia  dealer  will  gladly  play  over  any  of 
these  New  Process  Records — no  surface  noises — and 
they  only  cost  75c. 


I  Found  a  Four  Leaf  Clover,  and  Time  Will  I 

Tell— Fox-Trots.     The  Happy  Six.  > 


Fate— Fox-Trot,  Ted  Lewis  and  His  Band; 
and  A  Dream  of  Romany — Fox-Trot,  Paul 
Specht  and   His   Hotel  Astor  Orchestra. 

Three  o'Clock  in  the  Morning,  and  La 
Golondrina  —  Waltzes.  Prince's  Dance 
Orchestra. 

Bees'  Knees  and  Lovin'  Sam  (The  Sheik  of 
Alabam')  —  Fox-Trots.  Ted  Lewis  and 
His    Band. 


Lost  (A  Wonderful  Girl)   Comedian  Al  Jol- 
'  son,  and   If  You   Don't  Think   So,  You'; 
Crazy — Tenor   Solo.      Frank   Grummit, 

^11  for  the  Love  of  Mike,  and  You  Can  Have 
Him,  I  Don't  Want  Him,  Didn't  Love  Him 
Anyhow,  Blues — Comedians  Van  and 
Sc'henck. 


) 

u're  I 


A-3741 
75c 


A-3738 
75c 


A-3724 
75c 


A-3730 
75c 


A-3744 
75c 


A-3735 
75c 


New  Columbia  Records  on  sale  20th  of  every  month 

Columbia 

Records 

Columbia  Graphophone  Company 
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PURE  JAEGER  WOOL 

FOR   ALL   OCCASIONS 
For  Men,  Women  and  Children 


SWEATERS 

GOLF  HOSE 

OVERCOATS 

CAPS 

WAISTCOATS 

SCARVES 


BATHING  SUITS 

HOSIERY 

GLOVES 

DRESSING  GOWNS 

UNDERWEAR 

SLIPPERS 


Blankets,  Travelling  or  Motor  Rugs,  Sleeping 
Bags  and  numerous  novelties  of  finest  pure 
wool. 


Catalogue  mailed  free  upon  application. 


'^The  Jaeger  Shops 

Retail  Selling  Agents 

MILTON'S  LIMITED 


99 


84  Yonge  St. 
At  King 


707  Yonge  St. 
At  Bloor 


Getting   a  Stand-in 

First  Collegian:  "Why  did  you  sit  in  the  peanut  gallery  to 
witness  Shakespeare's  'Merchant  of  Venice'?" 

Second  Collegian:  "So  my  dramatics  professor  would  see 
me." 

— Punch  Bowl. 
G— G— G 

A  Woolworth  Counter 

He:  "And  when  I  told  him  that  you  had  promised  to  go 
out  with  me  tonight,  he  waived  his  right." 

She:  "And  did  youse  hit  the  poor  sap  then?" 

— Widow. 
G— G— G 

The  clever  woman  fully  realizes  that  she  must  appear  to  be 
one  that  is  sought,  the  one  that  is  pursued,  and  will,  accordingly, 
fail  to  take  the  initiative.  The  woman  who  attempts  to  man- 
age matters  herself  almost  invariably  loses  the  man,  be  he  a 
fellow  of  slightest  worth.  A  man  desires  to  reveal  his  ability, 
his  ingenuity,  his  power,  etc.  Hence,  the  shrewd  woman  re- 
fuses to  impede  his  arrangements  with  theories  of  her  owti  but, 
appreciatmgly  and  charmingly,  accedes  to  his  various  efforts  to 
fascinate  her.  — Smart  Set. 

G— G— G 

Frank:   "I  don't  see  how  you  tell  those  Smith  twnns  apart." 
Hank:  "Easy — Mabel  always  blushes  when  she  sees  me." 

— Tiger. 


Where  Beauty  Smiles 

and  Wit  Delights 


*; 


msome 


'^ 


There  Miss  PrisciUa  Dean  moves  with  "the  youth 
and  freshness  of  a  Grecian  Queen,"  radiating 
gaiety  and  cheerfulness.  How  she  preserves  her 
complexion's  radiant  charm  through  her  long  and 
strenuous  days  of  work  is  here  disclosed  in  her 
own  words; — 

"I  find  'Winsome'  Toilet  Soap  excellent — 

Winsome  in  name  and   Winsome  in  deed. 

It  is  refreshing  to  use  for  Toilet  and  Bath 

after  the  day's  work." 

Sincerely  yours. 

Winsome  is  the  most  delightful  soap  imaginable,  and  a  beauti- 
ful skin  will  result  from  the  following  simple  \V.in^omc  treat- 
ment. Make  a  lather  in  warm  water  with  Winsome  Soap, 
and  massage  every  inch  of  the  face  and  neck  gently  and 
thoroughly.  Rinse  carefully  and  dry  with  a  soft  towel.  The 
daily  practice  of  this  Winsome  treatment  will  make  the 
skin   naturally  robust,    and  glowing  with  colour  and  beauty. 


Wl3 


Sold  at  all  good  drug  and  defiartment  stores. 
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Miss  PrisciUa  Dean 

Universal  Star 

VINOLIA  COMPANY  LIMITED 

Soapmakcrs  to  II.M.  The  King 
LONDON      PARIS     TORONTO 
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HOCOLATES  THAT  ARE  DIFFERENT 


Goblin 


'Doctor,  tell  me,  why  are  you  such  a  confirmed  woman-hater?" 

'Well,  you  see,  when  I  was  a  young  man  a    woman  made  a  fool  of  me.' 

"And  you  never  got  over  it!" 


VOL.  Ill 


TORONTO,  JANUARY,   1923 


No.  7 


Private  Stock 


The  path  of   Duty  —  Through   the  customs-house. 


G— G— G 

Question:  Do  the  leaders  of  moving  picture  theatre 
orchestras  really  believe  that  "La  Marseillaise"  com- 
prises the  whole  repertoire  of  French  music? 

G— G— G 

The  belle  of  the  choir  loved  the  bass  but  she  mar- 
ried the  tenor  because  he  was  more  high-toned. 


It  has  been  rumoured  in  Ottawa  that  Premier  William 
Lyon  Mackenzie  King  is  soon  to  marry.  If  this  is  true 
probably  his  fiancee  will  remark:  "I  will  abide  by  the 
Will  of  the  people." 

G— G— G 

A  woman  becomes  sophisticated  so  soon  as  she  has 
kissed  one  man  on  two  evenings;  a  man  when  he  has 
kissed  two  women  in  one  evening. 

G— G— G 


G— G— G 

Charged  with  operating  his  ice  cream  parlor  contrary 
to  the  Lord's  Day  Alliance,  a  Calgary  man  pleaded 
that  his  business  demand  that  he  work  on  Sundaes. 

G— G— G 

Pleading  guilty  to  deserting  his  wife  and  seventeen 
small  children,  and  eloping  with  a  grass  widow  and  her 
ten  children,  a  Buffalo  man  is  held  pending  a  mental 
examination. 

G— G— G 

Mentioned  in  Despatches:  Fontaine  Penn,  the  free- 
lance journalist  who  tried  to  sell  the  story  of  the  new 
Canadian  cure  for  diabetes  to  the  Christian  Science 
Monitor. 

G— G— G 

A  good  house-keeper  never  beats  a  carpet  when  it  is 
down. 


A  sign  outside  a  blacksmith's  shop  in  Woodstock, 
Ontario,  reads  "HORSESHOEING  PARLOUR." 
We  are  now  anxiously  waiting  for  the  man  who  will 
sponsor  a  plumbing  and  steam-fitting  salon. 

G— G— G 

The  Kaiser,  during  his  courtship,  proved  himself  to  be 
a  lover  par  excellence.  It  is  rumored  that  Rodolph 
Valentino  is  now  seriously  practising  wood  chopping  in 
order  that  Wilhelm's  accomplishments  may  not  exceed 
his  own. 

G— G— G 

A  confirmed  grumbler  is  a  man  whose  like  is  never 
seen. 

G— G— G 

From  a  dramatic  criticism:  "Miss  Gladys  Martin 
played  the  Queen  in  rather  a  halting  manner." 

Probably  she  expected  some  one  else  to  play  the  King. 
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May:  "What  made  you  tell  Judge  De  Vourscourt 
you  married  Dick  for  his  money?" 

Fay:  "Well,  he  asked  me  why  I  did  it  and  I  knew 
he  w^as  constitutionally  opposed  to  insanity  pleas.' 


On  With  the  Dance 

The  little  bald-headed  pianist  .  .  .  The  girl  who 
shouts  "Beaver"  at  a  silky-moustached  Lothario  .  .  . 
The  gracious  hostess  .  .  .  The  beautiful  and  exquisite 
debutante  who  is  terrified,  absolutely  without  reason, 
that  her  program  will  not  be  filled  .  .  .  The  fat  girl, 
who  knows  hers  wont  be  and  doesn't  give  a  damn  .  .  . 
The  youth  just  back  from  Europe  .  .  .  The  girl  who 
has  had  three  cocktails  before  dinner  .  .  .  The  insect 
who  cuts  in  before  the  first  encore  .  .  .  The  girl  with 
the  line  about  Coue-ism  .  .  .  The  man  peddling  one 
risque  story  from  partner  to  partner  .  .  .  The  engages 
in  the  corners  .  .  .  The  bored  youth  in  the  smoking- 
room  who  has  read  one  copy  of  the  Tatler  through  three 
times  .  .  .  The  rush  for  supper  .  .  .  The  girl  who 
steals  chairs  from  the  neighboring  tables  .  .  .  The  big 
leaguer  who  throws  sandwiches  at  his  friends  .  .  .  The 
paper   streamers    .     .     .    The   revelationary   supper-extra 

.  .  .  The  bank-clerks  who  leave  at  midnight  .  .  .  The 
undergraduates  who  would  stay  for  breakfast  if  they 
could    .     .     .    The  girl   who  says   she's  just  waking  up 

.    .    .  The  tireless  cutters-in  .    .    .  The  lads  who  stepped, 
outside  for  a  little  gin    .    .    .    TTie  making  of  dates  for 
tea    .    .    .      The    playing   of    "Mr.    Gallagher   and    Mr. 
Shean"    .    .     .    The  delirious  dog-watch  dances    .     .    . 
The  last  waltz    .    .    .    The  taxi-cab  confidences. 


The  Tramp  With  the  Wistful  Fingernails 


The  tramp  with  the  wistful  fingernails. 
Asleep  in  the  languid  lane, 

Dreaming  amid  the  garbage  pails 
His  opulent  dreams  of  gain.    .    .    . 


And  he  pecked  with  an  air  of  distinct  disdain 

At  an  ominous  onion  skin 
That  had  gone  champagne  and  he  feared  in  his  brain 

Hypothetical  pains  within. 


The  sun  went  down  and  its  ancient  fire 

Tinted  the  garbage  old 
With  the  multiple  shades  of  an  eye's  desire, 

Crimson  and  marigold. 


But  the  jackdaw  took  to  his  purplish  wings 
As  the  sun  in  the  west  grew  old. 

And  dusk  crept  over  deserted  things 

And  the  breeze  of  the  night  was  cold. 


It  painted  the  pallid  potato  peels 
A  delectable  dragon's  blood  red. 

That  IS  if  the  dragon  had  eaten  green  eels 
Before  they  had  had  him  bled. 


Till  the  mad,  nefarious  moon  uprose. 
And  sailed   in   the  star-hung   sky. 

And  the  man  in  the  moon  looked  over  his  nose. 
And  winked  a  polygamous  eye.    .    .    . 


A  jackdaw  peaked  with  a  dubious  beak 
At  the  sight  of  a  saphirine  boot 

That  he  very  well  knew  before  it  went  blue 
Was  as  grey  as  an  elephant's  snoot. 


And  the  tramp  with  the  wistful  fingernails. 
Awoke  from  his  dreams  of  greed. 

And  he  bade  farewell  to  the  garbage  pails, 
And  he  hustled  him  forth  to  feed. 


Goblin 
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The  Faded  Actor 

A  Brief  Discourse  on  Art  and  the  True  Artistic   Temperament 
By  STEPHEN  LEACOCK 


I  CAN  call  him  to  my  mind  as  I 
have  seen  him  burlesqued  and  paro- 
died a  hundred  times  —  The  Faded 
Actor.  There  he  stands  in  his  bell- 
shaped  coat  drawn  at  the  waist  and 
ample  in  the  skirt.  The  battered  hat 
that  he  handles  in  his  eloborate  ges- 
tures, and  holds  against  his  heart  as  he 
bows,  is  but  the  wreck  of  a  hat  that 
was.  His  faded  trousers  are  tight  upon 
his  leg,  drawn  downwards  with  a 
strap,  and  carrying  some  lingering  sug- 
gestion of  the  days  of  Beau  Brummel 
and  George  the  Fourth.  His  ample 
buttons  are  pieced  out  with  string.  His 
frilled  cuffs  are  ostentatious  in  their 
raggedness. 

From  top  to  toe  his  creators  have 
made  a  guy  of  him,  a  mean  parody  of 
forgotten  graces.     When  he  speaks  his 


voice  is  raucous  and  rotund.  There 
is  something  of  Shakespeare  in  it,  and 
somethmg  of  gm.  His  face  is  a 
blossom  that  has  bloomed  overmuch. 
His  feet  move  in  long  shoes,  fitless, 
and  so  worn  that  he  slides  noiseless 
across  the  stage.  Beneath  his  arm,  as  if 
to  complete  the  pathos  of  his  figure,  is 
the  rolled  up  manuscript  of  the  play 
that  he  has  composed  and  that  the 
managers,  shame  be  to  them,  refuse 
to  produce. 

In  a  thousand  plays  and  parodies 
you  shall  see  this  figure  of  the  Faded 
Actor,  a  stock  object  of  undying  ridi- 
cule. It  is  a  signal  for  our  laughter 
when  he  takes  a  drink,  fawning  to  get 
it  and  swallowing  it  as  if  into  a  fun- 
nel ;  it  is  a  signal  for  our  laughter  when 
he  cadges  for  a  coin,  the  smallest  not 
coming  amiss;  when  he  arranges  with 
elaborate  care  upon  his  uplifted  wrist 
the  ruins  of  his  cuff;  and  most  of  all 
when  he  draws  forth  from  beneath  his 
arm  his  manuscript  and  stands  forth  to 
read  what  none  will  hear  except  in 
mockery,  with  his  poor  self  carried 
away   unconscious   with   the   art   of   it. 

Mark  him  now  as  he  strikes  his  at- 
titude to  read.  Hear  the  full  voice, 
deep  and  resonant  for  all  the  gin  that 
is  in  it.  No  parody  can  quite  remove 
the  majesty  of  that,  nor  the  grace  that 
has  once  lived  in  those  queer  gestures. 
Let  us  temper  our  laughter,  as  we  look 
upon  him,  with  something  kindlier  than 
mockery,  something  nearer  to  respect; 
for  in  the  Faded  Actor  with  his  strange 
twists  and  graces,  his  futile  manuscript, 
his  blighted  hopes,  his  unredeemed  am- 
bitions, we  are  looking  upon  all  that  is 
best  in  the  great  traditions  of  the  stage. 
That  thick  deep  voice  —  comic  now, 
but  once  revered  —  that  is  the  surviv- 
ing tradition  of  the  Elizabethan  tra- 
gedy, declaimed  as  a  Shakespeare  or  a 


Marlowe  would  have  had  it.  That 
sliding  step  so  funny  to  our  eye,  is  all 
that  lingers  of  the  dainty  grace  of  the 
eighteenth  century  when  dance  and 
stage  were  one;  or  that  dragging  limp 
with  which  th^  poor  Faded  Actor 
crosses  the  stage  —  he  does  not  know 


"He  arranges  ....    the    ruins   of 
his  cuff" 

it,  but  that  has  come  to  him  from  Gar- 
rick;  or  see  that  long  gesticulation  of 
the  hand  revealing  the  bare  wrist  below 
the  cuff,  there  was  a  time  when  such 
gesticulation  was  the  admired  model  of 

{Continued  on  paye  25) 
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Gladys:  What  did  you  do  when  she  prom- 
ised to  be  a  sister  to  you? 

Tom:  I  asked  her  if  she  could  let  me  have 
five  till  Tuesday. 

G— G— G 

Right 

Another  young  lady  has  asked  of  me, 
"O,  what  is  so  rare  as  a  day  in  June?" 

At  the  moment  the  answer  seems  to  be: 
"A  piece  of  green  Camembert  chipped  from  the  moon." 


Twelve  O'clock 

'Tis  midnight,  and  beneath  my  casement 

Stealthy  forms  approach. 

And   shnk  and  slip 

In  desperate  effort  to  be  noiseless. 

The  flagstones  shiver  in  their  mossy  settings. 

The  wide  arc  of  heaven  seems 

But  the  palpitating,   quivering  breath 

Of  one  who  pauses  in  expectancy. 

The  stars  which,  thickly  sprinkled. 

Decorate  the  somber  veil  of  Night,  appear  as 

Tiny  brilliants,  winking  in  nervous  terror 

At  a  nervous  moon. 

And  then,  as  Nature  and  the  Universe 

Seem  stifled  with  emotion. 

The  serenade  begins. 

"Wee-yow,   Wr-r-ree-OW." 

And  while  in  ecstasy  each  lingering  tone 

Plays  upon  the  air  in  key  detached 

And  foreign  to  its  mate, 

I  move  in  slippered  feet 

That  slink  and  slip 

In  de:perate  effort  to  be  noiseless 

Among  a  labyrinth  of  chairs  and  yearning  tables. 

I  move — and  move  again  until. 

The  casement  gained 

I  hurl  upon  the  unsuspecting  forms 

The  contents  of  my  well  stuffed  basket; 

Manuscripts  rejected,  heavy,  dull,  deadly; 

Which  fall 

In  thuds. 

Gleefully  I  turn  and  seek  my  couch,  while  forms 

No  longer  stealthy,  flee 

Wild  eyed  with  angled  tails 

To  regions  uninhabited  by  man 

Far  down   the   alley-way. 

— Grace  May  Stutsman. 
G— G— G 
Anecdote 
The    great    Capablanca    was    visiting    the    illustrious 
Paderewski.     They  strolled  into  the  music  room  and  the 
magnificent  Pole  waved   lightly   in   the   direction   of   his 
grand  piano. 

"Oy,  Mister  Keppablenka,"  \\e  said,  "you  play,  don't 
you?" 

The     other     nodded     affirmatively.         "Chess,"     he 

replied. 

G— G— G 

There   are   three   cardinal    faults   with   a   great  many 

public  speakers:      (1)   They  read  their  speeches.  (2) 

They   read   them   badly.        (3)       They    are    not  worth 
reading. 
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Railway  Stuff 


Sir  Henry 
Thornton 


At  first  glance.  Sir  Henry  Thornton,  the  new  head 
of  the  Canadian  National  Railways,  strikes  everyone 
within  striking  distance  as  a  man  who  would  carry  con- 
siderable weight  in  whatever  circles  he  happened  to 
move.  A  man  distinctly  above  the  average  temperature 
and  of  high  visibility  in  cloudy  weather,  but  hardly  one 
that  would  be  credited  with  having  the  grandest  line  on 
the  continent,  a  line  which  stretches  from  the  Atlantic 
to  Chicago  and  vice  versa. 

A  delegation  from  the  Toronto  Do-It-Now  Associa- 
tion was  interviewing  him  when  I  arrived.  They  were 
bestowing  upon  him  a  miniature  of  the  T.  Eaton  stables 
done  in  mother-of-pearl  and  urging  the  necessity  of 
moving  the  headquarters  of  the  system  to  Toronto. 

"Are  you  in  favor  of  electrocution  of  a  portion  of  the 
National  Lines  as  proposed  by  Sir  Adam  Beck?"  I 
asked  at  the  first  opportunity. 

"Yes  and  no,"  was  his  reply,  but  here  we  were  inter- 
rupted by  the  entrance  of  a  bell-boy  with  a  message 
from  the  Huron  County  Old  Boys  stating  that  they  were 
sending  him  a  car-load  of  Christmas  trees  by  express 
(C.P.R.)  and  expressing  the  hope  that  he  would  find 
it  possible  to  erect  free  lunch  counters  at  all  the  stations 
in  iheii  section  of  the  country. 


"PoHticians,"  Sir  Henry  continued,  "must — " 

At  this  point  a  long  distance  telephone  call  conveyed 
the  information  that  the  new  head  of  the  C.N.R.  had 
just  been  appointed  Honorary  Secretary  of  the  Digby, 
N.S.,  Quoit  Throwers  Club.  They  asked  that  Sir 
Henry  use  his  influence  to  have  the  freight  rates  on 
quoits  considerably  reduced. 

"As  I  said  before,"  he  went  on  after  this  little  diver- 
sion, "the  politicians  must  not  meddle — " 

We  were  interrupted  a  third  time  by  a  bevy  of  min- 
ions bearing  I  I  bushels  of  No.  I  Grade  hard  wheat,  the 
gift  of  the  Native  Sons  of  Cenora,  Saskatchewan.  In 
one  of  the  parcels  was  found  a  couiteous  request  that 
the  double-track  knight  grant  a  given  number  of  passes 
annually  to  the  United  Grain  Growers. 

"At  any  rate,"  Sir  Henry  concluded,  "I  know  poli- 
ticians." He  regretted  that  he  was  forced  to  leave  at 
once  in  order  to  attend  a  banquet  of  the  Amalgamated 
Iron,  Steel  and  Telegraph  Pole  Manufacturers  who 
were  presenting  him  with  an  illuminating  address  sug- 
gesting that  he  remember  them  in  his  prayers  and  repairs. 

But  his  parting  words  as  he  shook  hands  cordially 
were  characteristic  of  the  whole  man  and  typical  of  the 
spirit  of  the  thousands  of  employees  who  serve  under  him. 
Simply  and  without  ostentation,  he  said,  "Come  and 
ride  on  one  of  our  trains  some  time." 

G— G— G 


Taking  steps  to  look  into  the  matter 

G— G— G 

The  Governess:  "Mary,  what  is  the  plural  of  baby?" 
Mary:   "Twins." 
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A  Day  with  the  Stock  Brokers 

8.30  a.m.  Telegram  from  Edgar  Smokhaus,  who 
IS  spending  a  day  in  Montreal,  to  his  busmess  partner, 
Francis  McGillicuddy,  in  Toronto: 

ARRIVED  SAFELY  WATCH  TRADING  IN 
PICKANINNY  COMMON  IT  SHOULD  BE 
HEAVY.  E.  S. 

9.40  a.m.  Telegram  from  Francis  McGillicuddy  to 
Edgar  Smokhaus : 

PLEASE  WATCH  MOVEMENTS  OF  PICK- 
ANINNY COMMON  AND  ADVISE  ME 
WHAT  YOU  WISH  DONE.  F.  McG. 

10.05  a.m.  Edgar  Smokhaus  to  Francis  McGilli- 
cuddy : 

RIGHT.  EDGAR. 

10.55   a.m.      Francis  to  Edgar: 
DID  YOU  SEE  HOW  PICKANINNY  COM- 
MON OPENED  IT  IS  FALLING  SHARPLY 
WHAT  DO  YOU  THINK  ABOUT  IT. 

F.  McG. 
11.10  a.m.      Edgar  to  Francis: 
WAS  OUT  FOR  A  BIT  WATCHING  TICK- 
ER NOW.  E.  S. 
11.50  a.m.      Francis  to  Edgar: 
68   1-4  IS  NEW  LOW  FOR  PICKANINNY 
SHALL  WE  BUY.                             F.  McG. 
12.10  p.m.      Edgar   to   Francis: 
SELL  10000    DO  YOU  LIKE  PRETZELS. 

ED 
1.05   p.m.      Francis  to  Edgar: 
PICKANINNY  HAS  FALLEN  TO  62  SHALL 
I  GET  OUT.  F.  McG. 


/WTT-IADIU-O    CTUCATTO 


1st  Bystander:  "Whither  goeth  Giles?" 
2nd   Bystander:    "To  the  physician's." 
1st  Bystander:  "Is  some  one  ill?" 
2nd  Bystander:   "No." 

1st  Bystander:  "Then  why  runneth  he?" 
2nd  Bystander:   "Because  the  dispensaries 
close  at  five." 


He  (a  law  student):  "A  coroner  has  a  lot 
of  power." 

She  (a  sw^eet  young  thing):  "Oh,  do  you 
think   so?      I   always   preferred   a   Cadillac." 

1.15  p.m.      Edgar  to  Francis: 

NO  JUST  SIT  TIGHT  WHEEEEE  LIKE  ME 

EDDIE 

1.40  p.m.      Francis  to  Edgar: 
HAVEN'T  YOU  SEEN  PICKANINNY  NOW 
DOWN   TO  59  WHY  DON'T  YOU  WIRE 
INSTRUCTIONS.  F.  McG. 

2.00  p.m.  Edgar  to  Francis: 
THIS  IS  A  NICE  PLACE  GOOD  OLE 
FRANK  SMOK 

2.10  p.m.     Francis  to  Edgar: 
BELIEVE  BOTTOM  FALLING  OUT  OF 
PICKANINNY   SHALL  WE   SELL  SHORT 
SOME  MORE.  F.  McG. 

2.20  p.m.      Edgar  to   Francis: 
SURE  SELL  A  MILLION  YOU  KNOW  UP 
WITH   THE   SALE   OF   IT   DOWN   WITH 
PAIL  OF  IT  GOOD  OLE  EDDY  IM  AW- 
FULLY   FOND   OF   PRETZELS    HURRAY 

SMOKIE 
3.05  p.m.     Francis  to  Edgar: 
PICKANINNY  CLOSED  AT  53  WE  CLEAR 
1 1 000  F.  McG. 

3.20  p.m.      Edgar  to  Francis: 
SPEND  IT  ALL  ON  PRETZELS  YOUR  OLD 
PAL  EDDIE  SMOKIE 
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Specializing 

Dashing  into  the  church,  O'Rourke 
came  upon  Father  Shea,  who  was  re- 
tiring towards  the  rectory.  O'Rourke 
explained  that  he  wanted  to  go  to  con- 
fession. 

"Why,"  said  Father  Shea,  who 
appeared  to  be  in  a  hurry,  "you 
haven't  been  bad." 

"No,"  said  O'Rourke,  "but — " 

"Well,  you  haven't  committed  mur- 
der, have  you?" 

"No,   but — " 

"Go  home  then,  say  a  few  prayers 
and  it  will  be  all  right." 

O'Rourke  wasn't  altogether  pleased, 
but  he  came  out  of  the  church.  As 
he  did  he  met  Fogarty  going  in  to  con- 
fession. 

"Why,"  said  O'Rourke,  "you 
haven't  been  bad." 

"I  haven't  that,  but  nevertheless — " 

"Shure,  you  haven't  committed  mur- 
der, have  you?" 

"Not  yet,"  said  Fogarty,  angrily, 
"but  nevertheless — " 

"Well,  go  home  an'  say  a  few 
prayers  an*  it'll  be  all  right;  Father 
Shea's  hearin'  nothin'  but  murder 
cases  to-night." 


It  Wasn't  a  Fly 


We'd    long   been 
Harmonically. 
We'd  palled  about 
Platonically. 


We'd  talked  of  books, 
Of  life,  and  such 
Subjects  which  do 
Not  matter  much. 

She  said  of  men 
She  liked  me  best. 
I  wasn't  "foolish 
Like  the  rest." 

That  meant  she  thought 
I   didn't  dare 
Presume  to  even 
Touch  her  hair. 


To  the  Victor,  etc. 

friends 


One   day,    quite 
Suddenly,   I   found 
My  arms  about  her 
Tightly  wound. 

Her  face  looked  like 
An  upturned  rose. 
I  kissed  her  just 
Below  the  nose. 

She  cried  against 

The  garden  wall. 

She  said:      "Oh,  George, 

You've  spoiled  it  all." 

I  started,  hopeless, 
Down  the  lane, 
She   whispered:     "Please, 
Spoil  it  again." 


G— G— G 

And  that  reminds  me  of  the  two 
hundred  and  thirteen  thousandth  vari- 
ation of  the  story  about  the  teacher 
and  the  li'l  boy: 

Teacher:  "Li'l  boy,  tell  us  a  li'l 
story  which  also  uses  the  word  co- 
incide." 

Li'l  Boy:  "An  I  was  standing  out- 
side of  the  theaytur  and  a  man  come 
along  and  said,  'Here  is  a  knickel,  li'l 
boy.     Now  you  can  comcide.' 

G— G— G 

"His  words  were  golden." 

But,  forsooth. 
No  wonder!      He'd 

A  gold  front  tooth. 
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^\)t  Contention  JWptf) 


Since  time  out  of  mind  people  have  liked  to  believe 
in  supernatural  benefits  to  be  derived  from  certain 
forms  of  pilgrimage.  The  Ganges  myth  is  well-known 
to  all ;  one  of  the  more  modern  manifestations  of  the 
same  spirit  is  the  convention  myth. 

Every  day  one  meets  people  who  claim  to  have  de- 
rived inspiration  and  reaped  large  benefits  from  attend- 
ing the  Fourth  Annual  National  Get-together  of  Coffin 
Manufacturers  at  Cleveland,  Ohio,  or  the  First  World- 
Wide  Meeting  of  Welsh  Weavers  at  Montreal.  Con- 
ventions have  become  so  firmly  established  a  part  of  our 
national  life  that  to  criticize  them  is  almost  as  sacrilig- 
eous  and  iconoclastic  as  to  speak  in  similar  fashion  of 
the  Kiwanis  Club,  the  W.C.T.U.  or  Prohibition. 

Who  would  doubt  but  that  civilization  is  materially 
aided  in  its  advancement  through  the  fact  that  Art 
Higgins,  undertaker  and  loyal  booster  of  Canso,  N.S., 
is  enabled  to  meet  George  Kennedy,  plumber  and  loyal 
booster  of  Sarnia,  Ontario,  at  a  Boosters'  Convention  in 
Winnipeg?  No  one.  The  public  have  been  educated 
to  believe  in  the  efficacy  of  the  convention  as  a  great 
and  vnile  force  for  good  and  national  uprightness. 


It  is  a  characteristic  of  the  self-righteous  man  that 
when  he  is  desirous  of  doing  anything  for  pleasure  he 
always  seeks  to  justify  his  action  by  the  advancement 
of  some  worthy  motive.  In  some  measure  this  is  ex- 
planatory of  the  psychology  of  the  convention. 

Failing  any  other  justification  for  calling  the  clan  to- 
gether openly  for  a  big  ruckus  or  party,  the  comfortable 
fiction  that  attendance  at  conventions  was  primarly  a 
duty  arose. 

Once  people  began  to  believe  that  in  attending  a  con- 
vention they  were  fulfilling  a  duty  and  an  obligation  and 
that  any  good  time  which  they  might  have  was  purely 
incidental,  their  future  as  a  North  American  institution 
was  assured. 

The  chief  business  executed  at  the  average  convention 
IS  the  election  of  the  officers  to  officiate  at  the  conven- 
tion of  the  following  year.  What  is  really  needed  is 
for  some  association  to  come  out  frankly  with  the  an- 
nouncement that  there  will  be  no  business  sessions  at 
their  convention,  that  it  will  be  simply  one  big  jamboree. 

All  the  poppy-cock  talked  about  the  business  help- 
fulness of  conventions  is  merely  the  sop  which  the 
Pharasaical  conscience  demands  be  thrown  to  it. 
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"Say  It   With  Flowers" 
(Absolutely    Not    an    Advertisement) 

"Say  it  with  Flowers!"  How 
many  of  us,  alas,  who  are  apt  to 
view  this  slogan  of  the  Boston  florist 
as  one  of  the  proud  products  of  the 
present  day,  forget  that  this,  our  am- 
bition, was  once  the  practise  of  our 
forefathers,  a  poetic  symbolism  which 
characterized  their  delicately  senti- 
mental love  affairs.  But  how  much 
of  to-day's  nervous  tension  might  be 
relieved  if  this  gentle  advice  were  gen- 
erally applied!  Business  might  be 
transformed  in  many  cases  from  a 
drudgery  to  a  romance. 

For  instance,  the  chrysanthemum, 
instead  of  meaning  some  such  insipid 
trifle  as,  "I  love  thee  truly,  meet  me 
tonight  under  the  old  oak  tree,"  might 
well  read,  "Repeat  my  order — three 
cases."  The  gifts  of  a  bunch  of 
violets  might  signify  the  desire  to  open 
negotiations,  while  a  Japanese  Tea 
Rose  could  mean  some  other  business 
phrase  in  common  use,  such  as,  "How 
about  calling  it  a  day?" 

Consider  then  the  felicitous  existence 
of  the  business  man.  If  at  nine  a.m. 
he  receives  a  donation  of  six  orchids, 
meaning,  "I  will  buy  your  plant  at 
$600,000,"  he  can  reply  more  easily 
than  by  letter  by  simply  telegraphing 
a  bouqet  of  dandelions  at  once,  mean- 
ing, "What  do  you  think  I  am,  a  phi- 
lanthropist?" If  the  bidder  comes 
back  with  a  bevy  of  asters  it  signifies 
a  willingness  to  add  $50,000  to  his 
original  offer.  A  reply,  however,  in 
the  shape  of  a  sun-flower  will  suggest, 
"I  know  where  you  can  get  a  good 
meal  for  thirty  cents." 

The  agent  who  considers  that  the 
idea!  opening  for  a  conversation  that 
Sells  is  a  good  line  of  stories  would 
send  up  in  advance  a  pot  of  geraniums. 
In  reply  to  which  he  would  probably 
receive  a  Spanish  Onion. 

Not   by   Appointment 
Firms  that  have  supplied  their  wares 
to  the  royal  household   are  not  at  all 


^otage  Canabien 

reticent  about  letting  the  rest  of  the 
world  in  on  the  news.  We  know  just 
what  make  of  hat  King  George  wears, 
what  kind  of  motor  car  he  rides  in, 
what  brand  of  cigarette  he  smokes  and 


I  Fear  Muh! 

Thai  they  bootleg  gin  and  beer 
Is  not  so  very  queer. 
That's  ''Hot  stuff!" 

But  a  greater  vice  we  fear 
With  the  price  of  Coal  so  dear; 
That's  plain  tough! 


lots  of  other  things  about  him.  Yet 
to  the  best  of  our  remembrance  we 
have  never  heard  any  concern  boast- 
ing that  they  supplied  H.  R.  H.  with 
underwear.  If  such  a  distinction  had 
been  bestowed  upon  any  manufacturer 
he  surely  would  not  have  lost  the  gold- 
en opportunity  of  impressing  the  fact 
upon  the  public,  and  so  we  may  as- 
sume that  this  particular  concession  has 
never  been  granted.  Whence,  then, 
cometh     King     George's     underwear? 

Either  it  is  home  made  or  else  

But  this  alternative  is  too  absurd  to 
warrant  contemplation. 


First  Prize 
This  month's  prize  for  the  best  blurb 
goes    to    the    Toronto    Globe    for    the 
following  sweetmeat: 

Travels   Path   of   Duty 

Among  the  host  of  delegates  attending  the 
International  Convention  of  the  World  League 
Against  Alcholism  there  is  no  more  en- 
thusiastic fighter  against  King  Alcohol  than 
a  little  Canadian  lady  who,  during  the  last 
montih  has  attended  no  fewer  than  four  large 
temperance  conventions.  Residing  in  Canso, 
Nova  Scotia,  Mrs.  O.  C.  N.  WTiitman,  Dom- 
inion Superintendent  of  the  Sailors'  Fisher- 
men's and  Lighthouse  Keepers'  Department  of 
the  W.C.T.U.  and  World  Superintendent  of 
Systematic  Giving  and  Bequests,  has  proved 
herself  indefatigable  in  playing  the  role  of 
delegate. 

Following  her  attendance  at  the  Nova  Sco- 
tia Provincial  W.C.T.U.  Convention  a  few 
weeks  ago,  Mrs.  Whitman  made  the  trip  from 
Canso  to  Toronto — a  three  days'  journey — 
attending  all  the  sessions  of  the  Dominion 
W.C  T.U.  Convention.  From  Toronto  she  jour- 
neyed to  Philadelphia,  drawing  inspiration 
from  the  meiitings  of  the  World  WjG.T.U. 
Convention,  and  at  its  close  again  returning 
to  Toronto  as  a  delegate  to  the  Convention 
of    the    World    League   Against    Alcoholism. 

It  has  been  Mrs.  Whitman's  privilege, 
since  being  engaged  in  W.C.T.U  work,  which 
ortianizat'on  she  holds  next  in  influence  to 
the  church,  to  attend  four  world  conventions, 
held  in  Philade.pnia,  Toronto,  Brooklyn, 
N.Y.,  and  Glasgow.  Scotland.  Dora.inion  con- 
ventions have  called  her  from  her  eastern 
seaside  home  twice  to  Winnipeg  and  once  to 
Regina. 

Although  celebrating  the  golden  wedding  an- 
niversary in  her  home  in  Canso  two  years  ago, 
the  chimney  corner  and  the  knitting  needles 
have  not  entirely  captivated  this  spirited, 
vigorous  little  woman,  wTio  sees  the  great  ne-jd 
of  lifting  up  humanity,  and  she  obeys  the 
(onvention  call  whithersoever  the  trail  of  the 
delegates  may  lead  her  in  the  cause  of  tem- 
perance. 

In   the  Future 

Some  day  the  theatre-going  public 
in  Canadian  cities  is  going  to  crowd 
the  entrances  to  the  box  offices  to  see 
a  curiosity.  The  fortunate  theatre 
patronized  will  use  every  means  in  its 
power  to  hold  the  play  in  question  ad- 
ditional weeks. 'Rival  press  agents  will 
growl  and  sicken  with  envy,  and  well 
they  may,  for  it  will  be  an  example 
of  the  publicity  man's  art  sans  pariel 
that  will  be  the  cause  of  the  furore. 
The  day  will  come  when  a  New  York 
play  is  advertised  in  the  following 
terms : 

"This  is  the  play  that  had  a  moder- 
ately successful  run  in  New  York. 
The  company,  while  good,  is  not  the 
original  one.  Several  New  York 
critics  thought  the  offering  worth  the 
money." 
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The  Old  Man  Greets  the  New  Year 

Wherein    are    presented   several    interesting    views    on    the   question    as    to    whether  or    not   our 

climate  is  changing 


IT  was  New  Year's  Eve  at  Haw- 
kins' Corners.  Several  of  the 
"boys"  were  gathered  around  the  stove 
in  Dave  Jifkins'  General  Store  after 
dinner,  puffing  on  their  pipes  and 
swapping  yarns. 

As  it  was  a  slack  season,  the  folks 
up  at  the  hotel  had  volunteered  to 
hand  over  the  ballroom  for  the  even- 
ing for  a  square  dance  and  jamboree, 
— and  the  holiday  spirit  prevailed. 
Perhaps  it  was  owing  to  the  general 
good  humour  that  old  "Dad"  Murphy 
was  given  a  hearing.  That  venerable 
beaver  from  his  chair  near  where  the 
coals  glowed  through  the  grating  lit 
his  corncob,  cleared  his  throat  and 
began : 

"Bhoys,"  he  said,  "you  all  think 
it's  pretty  cold  when  the  tempr'ture 
gits  down  'round  zero  or  mebbe  a  few 
p'ints  below  it,  but  when  I  think  of 
some  of  the  New  Year's  Eves  I  kin 
remember  I  git  to  be  plumb  ashamed 
of  you,  I  do.  Why,  back  in  '76  now, 
that  was  a  cold  winter  and  New  Year's 
Eve  was  a  real  cold  night.  That  was 
the  night  Old  Man  Peterson  caught 
young  Sam  Salter  sparkin'  his  daugh- 
ter under  the  window.  He  goes  to 
throw  a  pitcher  full  of  water  at  them 
and  the  water  freezes  on  the  way  and 
when  it  hits  young  Salter  it  knocks 
him  cold.  Young  Miss  Peterson,  she 
starts  for  to  cry  somethin'  awful.  She 
cried  so  hard  it  kept  her  busy  brushmg 
the  icicles  off'n  her  face  so  she  could 
see.  Young  Salter  comes  to  and  calls 
old  Peterson  a  darned  ol'  Dingbat,  but 
the  words  friz  as  he  spoke  'em  and 
Peterson  puts  'em  in  his  pocket  to  use 
as  evidence  next  week  at  the  County 
Court  after  he'd  thawed  'em  out.    Yes, 


Invitation 

The  terrible  Turk 

With  a  deal  of  audacity 
Offers  to  Work 

In  a  shelCrirjg  capacity. 

Over  each  neighbouring 
Christian  community. 

Side  by  side  labouring 
In  gentle  unity. 

He'd  be  like  a  parent. 
Behold  his  kind  smile! 

Maybe  he'd  like  to 
Hold  Ireland  a  while. 


sir,  that  was  sure  a  cold  winter! 

"That  year  was  cold  but  '47  was 
colder.  Tim  Regan's  terrier.  Prince, 
got  ahold  of  old  Jeff  Thompson's 
pants  and  wouldn't  let  go.  Well,  sir, 
pretty  soon  he  got  spang  froze  on. 
Tim  had  to  chop  him  off  with  a  axe. 
The  first  thing  to  go  was  Prince's  ear. 
It  flew  off  and  bust  through  the  ice 
on  the  river.  Tim  dives  in  after  it  and 
comes  up  with  a  handful  of  frozen 
fish  they  used  for  paving  stones  that 
year — " 


"But,  Dad,  "  broke  in  a  listener, 
"didn't  there  use  to  be  lots  of  snow 
in  them  days?" 

"Snow?  "  said  the  old  man.  "I 
should  say  there  was,  but  not  like  the 
winter  of  1802.  That  was  the  year 
I  was  walkin'  along  an'  ran  some- 
thing into  my  foot.  I  didn't  realize 
till  I  got  'round  again  that  it  was  the 
tip  of  the  church  steeple." 

At  this  point  he  was  interrupted  by 
the  appearance  in  the  doorway  of  an 
elderly  woman  wrapped  up  in  a  con- 
fusion of  shawls. 

"Dad,"  she  said,  severely,  "come 
home  at  once,   you  old  walnut." 

Grumbling,  he  rose  and  went  out 
with  her.  The  light  shone  for  a  sec- 
ond on  the  falling  snow  as  the  door 
opened.  The  old  man  and  his  escort 
went  slowly  down  the  path. 

"Glory  be,  Hannah!"  he  said,  "I 
declare  I  never  did  see  such  snow! 
Why,  in  my  day  they  didn't  use  to 
have  winters  like  this.  Why,  I  re- 
member. New  Year's  Eve  back  in 
1 793,  it  was  just  like  July,  only 
mebbe  a  little  warmer.    ..." 

His  voice  died  away  in  the  distance. 
Up  in  the  hotel  the  fiddlers  were  tun- 
ing up  for  the  grand  jamboree. 

G— G— G 

Triolet 

Her  ruby-red  lips 

Offer  nectar  to  me. 

I  am  thrilled  as  she  tips 

Her   ruby-red   lips 

Between  passionate  sips. 

And  says,  "Do  have  some  tea." 

Her   ruby-red   lips 

Offer  nectar  to  me. 
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The  Psycho-Girl 

Wherein  a  number  of  Topics  go  blooey  over  a   Tea   Table 
By  JOE  TAYLOR 


I  had  not  noticed  it  before.  I 
knew  she  could  add  and  subtract,  but 
I  was  unaware  that  she  had  other  re- 
markable powers.  Being  a  young 
girl  of  some'  eighteen  years  on  earth 
and  some  thirty  summers'  experience, 
fond  of  gin  and  other  domestic  ani- 
mals, there  was  nothing  save  her  gen- 
eral aroma  to  tell  one  that  she  was  in 
constant  communication  with  the  spirit 
world. 

It  was  about  a  month  ago  that  she 
startled  me  with  her  gifts.  We  were 
slaughtering  food  in  the  usual  manner: 
I  was  pouring  tea  and  a  heavy  line, 
in  fact  I  had  just  worked  up  to  my 
third  proposal,  when  suddenly  an  in- 
trigued look  crossed  her  face  and  she 
stammered:  "A  man — hurt  downstairs 
— had  a  hemorrhage  of  green  pamt — 
tell  auntie — quick."  Then  she  faint- 
ed. 

Curiously  enough  we  later  found 
that  a  man  had  crossed  the  hotel  ro- 
tunda with  a  Pullman  car  receipt  in 
his  hand ;  the  coincidence  was  remark-* 
able.  It  would  even  seem  that  she 
had  been  aware  of  the  accident  the 
moment  it  occurred. 

By  this  time  she  had  resumed  her 
customary  poise  and  we  were  merrily 
discussing  the  Magna  Charta,  pathol- 
ogy, and  slide-rules;  in  fact  I  had 
worked  myself  up  into  quite  a  lather 
over  the  argument. 

I  asked  if  she  would  have  some 
sugar.  Without  going  into  a  trance, 
but  by  merely  focusing  her  mind,  she 
calmly  exclaimed:  "I  see  something — 
there  in  the  Belgian  Congo — a  small 
boy  is  joining  a  band  of  gypsies — 
now."  Then  she  resumed  her  con- 
versation in  normal  tones  and  we  or- 
dered more  toast. 

I  was  astounded.  I  knew  what 
she  said  was  true;  I  looked  at  her. 
Suddenly  I  saw  it;  she  had  psychic 
eyes  and  psychic  hair.  There  was  no 
mistaking  it  now;  she  sat  gazing 
blankly   at  a   spoon,   alternately   inflat- 


ing and  deflating  the  dimple  in  her 
chm ;  this  convinced  me. 

"Let  us  go,"  I  suggested,  quite  un- 
nerved by  my  discovery. 

"Yes,  let's  hurry,"  she  responded, 
"I  forsee  a  meeting  of  the  Irish  Parlia- 
meiit  and  do  not  want  to  be  present." 
We  hurried. 

As  we  entered  the  elevator  a  hush 
fell  upon  us  with  a  clatter.      I  seemed 


to  feel  the  presence  of  a  super-woman. 
She  moved  closer  to  me.  I  heard  the 
gentle  hissings  of  a  free-air  station.  I 
judged  that  a  train  of  thought  had 
wrecked  her  again. 

"Ugh!  I'm  glad  that's  over.  I 
shall  never  take  bizmuth  powders  on 
my  apple-sauce  again,"  she  informed 
me.  I  was  more  pleased  than  sur- 
prised.     We  went  home  in  a  taxi. 


The  bond-salesman  in  this  picture  met  these  two  young  ladies  at  a  Muskoka 
summer  resort  last  August.  Now  they  are  just  passing  through  town  on  their 
way  to  Europe.  Pay  day  is  a  week  from  next  Friday  so  a  stringent  ten  days 
are  forecasted.  Ethel  is  saying  to  Margaret:  "I  do  love  these  quid  little 
places." 
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Nocturne  in  A  Flat 

An  Episode  from  the  New  Life  of  the  North  American   Capital  of  Liberty 


I 

We  shook  hands  none  the  less 
heartily  for  the  fact  that  we  had  never 
seen  one  another  before.  The  stranger 
slapped  me  on  the  back  and  I  re- 
ciprocated with  a  punch  in  the  shcrl 
ribs  which  must  have  caused  no  little 
soreness  in  that  region  on  the  follow- 
ing morning.  We  roared  with  laugh- 
ter and   fell  on  one  another's  necks. 

The  rest  of  the  occupants  of  the 
hotel  lobby  were  not  particularly  in- 
terested in  us.  Montreal  people  are 
used  to  all  sorts  of  demonstrations. 
This  particular  one  looked  like  a  re- 
union of  two  college  classmates  who 
had  not  seen  one  another  since  the 
torrid  summer  of  '09. 
II 

It  was  a  clear  case  of  reincarnation, 
we  decided  over  a  couple  of  bottles 
of  Black  Horse. 

"Julius  Caesar,"  said  the  stranger 
impressively  wagging  his  fore-finger, 
"introduced  me  to  you  just  before  the 
battle  of  Marathon." 

I  was  never  very  proficient  in  Greek 
and  Roman  history,  s'>  I  had  to  look 
elsewhere  for  a  suitable  supplement  to 
this  statement. 

"Weren't  you,"  I  asked,  "on  board 
with  me  when  I  discovered  America?" 

With  tears  in  his  eyes  the  stranger 
nodded  and  patted  my  shoulder.  "Li'l 
'venturers  and  explorers  both,"  he 
said. 

Ill 

It  was  seven  o'clock  and  dinner 
seemed  indicated.  The  hotel  dining- 
room  came  up  out  of  the  mist  and 
surrounded  us.  An  orchestra  played 
and  played  and  played.  Finally  the 
waiter  brought  the  bill. 

"Seventeen-sixty,  sir,"  he  remark- 
ed, "and  that  includes  this  last  bottle 
of  Pol  Roget." 

"Where  shall  we  go  now?"  I  asked. 

"Good  ole  home,"  replied  the 
stranger,   sleepily  but  distinctly. 

After  looking  him  over  carefully 
this  seemed  like  a  good  idea. 


Litany  of  a  Movie  Fan 

From  scourge  of  girls  with  curly  curls, 
deliver  us. 

From    plague    of    pie     and     slap-stick 
stuff,  deliver  us. 

From  vamps  who  vow:    "I'll   get  him 
yet,"   deliver   us. 

From  Sunny  Jims  with  constant  grins, 
deliver  us. 

From  sweet  young  things  of  fifty-two, 
deliver  us. 

From  Wild  West  stuff,   all  guns  and 
bluff,  deliver  us. 

From  dimples  that  work  overtime,  un- 
dertime and  all  the  time,  deliver  us. 

From  printed  bromides  in  between,  de- 
liver us. 

From      "pretty      man"      and      "angel 
child,"  deliver  us. 

— Francis  Mary  Mclnoid. 


As  a  precautionary  measure  I  gave 
the  taxi-driver  two  dollars  before  we 
started.  The  stranger  after  a  great 
deal  of  persuasion  leaned  over  to  direct 
him  and  hung  for  several  seconds 
around  his  neck. 

The  cab  drew  up  almost  in  front 
of  a  small  apartment  house.  I  picked 
the  stranger  up  from  the  gutter  and 
together  we  made  the  front  door. 

There  were  several  names  on  the 
plate  inside.  The  ground  floor  apart- 
ment apparantly  was  occupied  by  a 
man  named  Brown. 

"Is  your  name  Brown?"  I  asked 
the  stranger. 

He  nodded. 

The  apartment  was  empty,  and 
despite  a  thorough  search  in  all  his 
pockets  I  could  not  find  the  right 
latch-key.  Finally  I  had  to  pry  open 
a  window  and  then  drag  him  in 
through  the  door. 

IV 

It  must  have  been  several  hours 
later  that  I   awoke  with  the  sensation 


of    being    shaken.      A    large    man    in 
evening  clothes  was  standing  over  me. 

"Hello,"   I  said,  pleasantly. 
,"  he  replied. 

"I  brought  him  home,"  I  remarked. 

"Who?"  he  demanded. 

"Mr.  Brown." 

"I  am   Mr.   Brown." 

"Oh   .   .    .    Well,  your  brother." 

"I  have  no  brother." 
Well,    some    one    who    lives    here. 
He's  over  there  on  the  Chesterfield." 

The  large  man  walked  over  to  the 
Chesterfield,  took  a  look  and  then 
strode  back. 

Say,"     he     said,     "you     get     that 

drunken    friend   of   yours   out   of   here 

inside   two   minutes  or   I'll    knock   you 

for  a  row  of  pink-tipped  pyramids." 

'Don't  you  know  him?"  I  ventured. 

^  ~ ."     responded     the    other. 

"I've  never  seen  him  before." 

We  left  the  apartment  shortly  af- 
ter that.  The  stranger  was  now 
more  or  less  awake. 

"Look  here,"  I  said,  "what's  your 
name?" 

"Ask  me?"  he  replied. 
'But  I  am  asking  you,"  I  repeated. 
"I  don'  know,"  he  said, 
'pon't  you  live  in  this  apartment." 
"Wumpf !" 

Well,  then,  why  did  the  taxi  stop 
in   front  of  it?" 

"Prob'ly  it's  as  far  as  the  money 
went." 

"But  didn't  you  tell  the  driver 
where  to  go?" 

"Wumpf!" 

"Then  what  did  you  say  when  you 
whispered  in  his  ear?" 

"I  said,  'Do  you  know  how  to  play 
'Here  we  go  gathering  round  Mul- 
berry bush'  ? 

V 
Extract    from    a    Montreal    daily : 
"A    stranger    was    found    dead    in    a 

gutter    on    Street    last    night. 

Foul  play   is  suspected." 
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Confessions  of  a  Drug  Fiend 

In  the  Uplifting  Manner  of  Some  of  Our  Recent  Contemporaries 


I  was  born  an  innocent  little  girl  in  a  small  western 
town.  My  parents  were  always  very  strict  with  me  and 
would  lock  me  in  my  room  if  I  stayed  out  all  night  or 
showed  signs  of  drinking  too  much.  This  harshness  on 
their  part  is,  I  believe,  the  reason  at  the  bottom  of  my 
present  degradation.  I  am  a  lost  woman  and  I  have  got 
to  have  the  "dope,  "  the  precious  drug  for  which  I  would 
sell  my  lily-white  soul  to  the  first  comer. 

When  I  was  sixteen  the  boy  I  was  going  with  left 
town  to  go  to  Chicago,  so  it  was  then  I  took  up  with 
"Spike"  Merten,  a  travelling  man  who  used  to  visit 
Mudville  in  the  spring.  The  first  time  I  saw  him  I  was 
overcome  with  his  smooth  and  gentlemanly  manner,  which 
has  stolen  the  souls  of  I  don't  know  how  many  innocent 
young  girls  like  myself,  who  would  sell  mine  to  the  first 
comer  for  the  precious  "dope."  He  was  dressed  taste- 
fully in  a  gray  check  suit  and  a  bowler  hat.  His  man- 
ner was  very  dignified  and  refined. 

"Hello,  Kid!"  he  said  when  he  saw  me  coming  out 
of  the  saloon.  "You  look  lonesome;  come  on  for  a  ride 
in  my  high-powered  car." 

Can  you  blame  me  for  yielding  to  his  passionate  en- 
treaty? I  was  only  a  young  girl  and  was  not  accustomed 
to  going  for  rides  in  gentlemen's  cars,  at  least  not  more 
than  four  or  five  times  a  week,  but  I  thought  it  would  be 
a  good  joke  to  go,  so  I  went.  Well,  we  drove  out  under 
the  moon  and  when  we  got  about  five  miles  from  town 
he  asks  me  did  I  ever  take  the  "dope."  Of  course  I 
asks  him  what  did  he  mean,  and  he  tells  me  didn't  I 
know  and  he  says  you  never  really  live  till  you've  taken 
the  "dope." 

Well,  I  had  always  wanted  happiness  and  the  love  of 
a  good  straightforward  man  and  I  thought  it  would 
please  him  if  I  took  it,  so  I  did.  And  that  is  how  I 
started  on  my  terrible  downward  path  to  ruin. 

Well,  after  that  every"  time  he  came  to  town  he  gave 
me  more  and  more,  and  pretty  soon  I  got  so  I  had  to 
have  the  "dope"  even  if  I  had  to  sell  my  pure  maiden's 
soul  to  get  it.  So  one  day  he  told  me  it's  getting  harder 
to  get  and  he'll  only  give  it  to  me  if  I  get  him  the  pearl 
necklace  Mrs.  Thompson  wore,  and  of  course  I  had  to 
try. 

I  shall  never  forget  the  horror  when  I  was  creeping 
through  the  dark  bedroom  of  the  Thompson's  home  on 
Turner  street,  while  the  family  were  out  at  the  show, 
when  suddenly  the  lights  were  turned  on.  With  a  sigh 
of  relief  I  saw  it  was  only  my  father.  But  how  could 
I  explain  to  him  that  I  had  come  for  the  necklace, 
especially  when  I  saw  that  he  had  come  for  it  himself. 


"Father,"  I  says,  "what  are  you  doing  here?" 

"Why,  Belle,"  he  says,  "you  know  it's  my  night  to 
work  Turner  street." 

I  had  to  admit  he  was  right.  When  I  got  back  to 
"Spike"  he  beat  me  and  said  I  was  a  bad  girl,  which  of 
course  I  was  not,  as  I  only  did  what  he  told  me. 

That  is  the  story  of  how  I  started  on  the  terrible  road 
to  ruin  and  degradation  where  I  am  now  at  and  where 
I  would  gaily  sell  my  pure  soul  to  the  first  comer  who 
will  give  me  my  precious  "dope."  I  can  only  hope 
young  girls  will  profit  by  my  example  and  enjoy  hap- 
piness like  I  would  have  had  if  I  had  only  stayed  in 
the  happy  home  my  parents  had  provided  instead  of 
wandering  far  afield.  The  awful  fate  that  befell  me 
after  that  will  be  unfolded   in  next  month's  instalment. 


G— G— G 
I  don't  like  these  shoes. 


The 


Customer : 
too  thick. 

Bootmonger:      You   will   learn   to   like   them 
objection  you  speak  of  will  soon  wear  away. 


as    t.:e 


G— G— G 


"Hie — almos*    forgot    post 
r-i'wife." 


this    letter    for 


SMp» 


23 


Booklovers.  whether  regular  subscribers  or  casual  readers,  are  cordially  invited  to  avail  themselves  of  the  services  of 
our  recently  inaugurated  Book  Department.  We  heartily  invite  you  to  write  us  if  you  desire  informatmn  regarding 
the  best  of  current  fiction  or  of  any  particular  book,  whether  ny  not  reviewed  in  these  pages.  As  a  further  service 
this  department  is  glad  to  purchase  any  book  for  you  without  charge.  Address  communications  to  GOBLIN,  Book 
Devartme7it,  153   University  Ave.,   Toronto. 


CONTRASTS.  By  Lawren  Harris.  Toronto:  McClel- 
land and  Stewart,  Publishers.      $1.50. 

Free  verse  has  had  its  critics  and  its  defenders  to  such  an 
extent  that  opinion  on  the  subject  has  become  almost  as  definite 
as  it  is  about  Carroway  Seeds.  You  are  either  devoted  to  it 
or  you  abhor  it.  It  has  been  said  that  it  has  made  versifying 
too  easy.  We  respectfully  suggest  that  it  has  made  it  more 
difficult.  The  meagre  theme  that  passed  well  enough  in  a 
fastidious  garment  of  metre  and  rhyme  is  a  pitiful  sight  in  its 
nakedness.  It  takes  a  strong  thought  to  carry  itself  alone. 
In  fact  we  sometimes  suspect  that  the  new  verse  has  made  the 
poet's  art  altogether  too  difficult.  Which  accounts  for  so 
much  bad  free  verse. 

"Contrasts"  is  both  bad  and  good.  It  is  bad  in  that  it 
contains  some  two  or  three  undernourished  notions  marching 
through  its  pages  making  a  noise  like  Big  Ideas.  It  is  good 
in  that  many  of  the  selections  have  a  strength  seldom  found  in 
the  more  recent  verse,  a  strength  born  of  sincerity.  Almost 
all  of  them  are  refreshing  and  cannot  fail  to  have  a  stimulating 
effect  on  our  national  poetry.  A  few  that  appealed  to  us 
particularly  are  "The  Hoax,"  "Question,"  "The  Victim," 
"Greetings,"  and  "In  a  Tea  Room." 

The  decorative  designs  by  the  author  are  among  the  most 
attractive  features  of  the  book,  which  reminds  us  that  Lawren 
Harris  is  an  artist  and  does  not  need  additional  laurels  from 
his  verse.  As  a  collection  of  poems  "Contrasts"  is  not  a 
masterpiece.  As  the  conversation  of  an  artist  of  note  it  is 
intriguing.  As  free  verse  the  extent  of  its  sale  in  Canada  will 
be  interesting  to  watch. 

RENAISSANCE.  By  Beaumont  S.  Cornell.  The  Mac- 
millans  in  Canada,  Publishers.     $2.00. 

Not  yet,  O  Canadian  People,  not  yet  has  the  Great  Cana- 
dian Novel  arrived!  "Renaissance"  might  be  a  passable  tale 
were  it  not  for  the  inanities  printed  on  the  jacket.  Among 
other  things  the  jacket  declares : 

"All  the  troubled  currents  of  modern  life  —  the  fevered 
unrest  of  labour,  the  treacherous  tides  of  politics  and  high 
finance,  the  ceaseless  conflict  between  poverty  and  riches, 
the  waves  of  unbelief  swamping-  ancient  creeds — flow  through 
the  pages  of  this  book,  dashing  themselves  with  irresistible 
force  against  the  minds  of  its  readers." 
Also: 


"Readers  interested  in  solving  the  many  problems  that  we 
must  face  to-day,  in  this  time  of  flux  and  change,  will  find 
in  this  book  a  broad  and  intelligent  outlook  upon  such  diffi- 
culties." 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  in  the  actual  narrative  only  the  most 
superficial  conditions  are  taken,  decorated  with  fictitious  details 
and  then  arbitrarily  molded  to  suit  the  plot.  Where  one  is 
led  to  expect  something  a  trifle  Wellsian,  one  is  served  a  senti- 
mental hodge-podge  savouring  rather  of  Ethel  M.  Dell.  This 
is  all  right  in  its  way,  but  why  not  say  so  on  the  jacket?      (It 

{Continued  on  page  26) 


4    GOOD  STORIES 


The  Sky  Line  of  Spruce 

By  Edison  Marshall 
A  splendid   story  of  adventure  in  the  wil- 
derness of  British  Columbia. 

The  Meui  Who  Lived  in  a  Shoe 

By  Henry  Jam,es  Forman 
This  entrancing  romance  is  sure  to  appeal 
to  all  who  liked  "Daddy  Long  Legs"   and 
similar  human-interest  stories. 

The  Balance 

By  William  Dana  Orcutt 
An  absorbing  love  story,  with  an  unusual 
solution  of  the  eternal  triangle. 

A  Daughter  of  the  Sands 

By  Frounces  Everard 
Saada  Medene,  a  beautiful  girl,  who  is 
reputed  to  be  of  Arabian  blood,  is  per- 
suaded by  her  English  fiance  to  accompany 
him  to  Algiers.  Subsequent  developments 
hasten  the  action  of  the  story. 

12.00  Per  Copy  at  Your  Bookseller 


Longmans  Green  &  Co. 

PUBLISHERS 

210  Victoria  St.  Toronto 
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IT  PAYS  TO  PAY 
FOR  QUALITY 

The   man   who   wears   Back's 
Shoes  saves  money. 
BECAUSE 

SHOES 

for  men 

Fit  better— Feel   better 
Look  better— Wear  better 

One  hundred  years  have 
taught  us  a  few  things  about 
making  high-class  shoes  for 
men. 

Out  of  O       Write    for   style    book 
il  '        and  self-measurement 

Town     •  chart. 

MAKERS   OF  r-lENS   SHOES 
FOR    OVER     lOO    YEARS 

73  W.KING  ST.   XOROIVXO 


Triolet 

A   strange   paradox 
Has  come  back  v^ith  my  clothes. 
I  sent  one  pair  of  socks. 
A  strange  paradox. 
They  have  now  purple  clocks. 
I  possess  no  such   hose. 
A  strange  paradox 
Has  come  back  with  my  clothes! 

— Record 
G— G— G 

Leap   Before  You   Look 

"Thought  it  was  a  case  of  love  at 
first  sight." 

"Yes,  but  I  took  another  look." 

— Record. 


RECTOR'S 

The  most  popular  place 
in  town 


NOON  LUNCHEON 
11.30-2  p.m. 

AFTERNOON  TEAS 
2.30-5  p.m. 

EVENING  DINNER 
5-7.30  p.m. 

167  Yonge  Street 

(Opposite   Simpson's) 


.^^ 


r    HOTEL  \ 

WAYERLEY 


Modera  ir\  ever^  Detail 
A\ost    Ceatrally   Located. 

Jus/  a  slep  -fo  fir/i&menf B/c/f^s,\ 
loronfo  ■uni\/ersihi.    General 
/iospifA/,  Public  Librdrj/  &.  Me 
Royal  Cbl/^e  of  Denial  Surgeons} 

Our  porters  meet  all  Irains.l 
Free  Taxi  Service.  Use  I 
Black  &  White  /     ' 

Taxis   onl_y, 

RATE5  $2°-°up  I 

Restaurant,  Grill, 

Tea.  R,oorr\,   -,, 

\OrchestrA  ^^^ 


Spaditva  Ave  £- College  St. 
TORONTO,  Caiyada. 


She:  "HoAv  dare  you  address 
me,  sir,  I  don't  know  you  from 
Adam." 

He:  "You  ought  to.  I'm 
dressed   differently." 

— Pelican. 
G— G— G 


My  brother's  living  the  simple 
-Howzat? 


He- 
life. 
She 
He — He's  in  an  insane  asylum. 

— Record. 
G— G— G 

Laura,  Queen  of  the  Cannibals,  had 
just  finished  tlie  last  juicy  morsel  of 
the  poet: 

"Your  Royal  Highness,  what  epi- 
taph shall  we  place  over   his  bones?" 

The  Queen  pondered  deeply  for  a 
moment;  then  a  roguish  smile  played 
around  the  corners  of  her  mouth: 

"Why  not  simply  say,  'Here  lies 
the  poet  Laureate'?  "  — Gargoyle. 


Goblin 

£,IIIIUIilIIIIEI6inilIinilllllllllBIIIEIIg| 

I  YOUR  I 

I  DANCE  I 

■>■  ■■ 

*"  ■■■ 

5  — Is    not    complete  5 

5  .without    balloons —  g 

S  paper  hats — favours  S 

S  —paper  decorations.  S 

■in  m 

nut  IB 

S  Phone  Main  4765  for  S 

BHin  mi 

™  samples  and  prices.  5 

niiui  ■• 

m  ■■ 

Kin  Hi 

OIIIB  ^ 

I  Canadian  Smallwares  | 
I  Company  | 

I  53  Front  Street  E.         | 

m  ■■ 

giiiiiniiiiiliiiieiiiiiiiiiiiiiiaiiiiiaiEiB 

One  Pair — Ten  Units 

You  kissed  me — you  kissed  me  — I'm 

glad  you're  not  here. 
For   my    French    suffered   much,    and 

my   Econ,   I   fear. 
Was   greatly   eclipsed  —   did   I   care 

what    it    meant? 
Oil,  you  kissed  me — you  kissed  me — 

and  I  was  content. 
I   am  glad  you  are  gone,   for  my  les- 
sons improve; 
Out  of  sight,  out  of  mind,  is  the  mood 

of  my  love; 
But  if  you  should  come  back  here  to 

kiss  me  again: 
Oh,  I'd  not  give  a  fig  for  the  marks 

I'd  get  then! 

— Pelican. 


I  DANCING   AND  DINNER  § 

I  IN  COMFORT  I 

p  There   is   dancing   to  a   splendid  = 

s  orchestra     from     nine     to     twelve  g 

^  every   evening,   except   Sunday,   at  ^ 

I  SUNNYSIDE  PAVILION  | 

1  STREET  CARS  TO  THE  DOOR  1 

^  In    the    Rose    and    Blue    Rooms,  p 

^  which    have    the    finest    floors    in  = 

s  Canada.    Refreshments  a  la  Carte;  = 

=  cover  charge  is  seventy-five  cents  M 

p  per  person.     Just  the  place  for  a  g 

M  pleasant   evening.  g 

^  Attractive  arrangements  can   be  M 

M  made    with    Clubs,    Societies,    etc.,  S 

=  for    luncheon    and    dinner    gather-  ^ 

M  ings  in   our  beautiful   Rose   Room.  zt 

^  Accommodation  for  150  people.  ^ 

g  For  reservations  phone  Park.  2162.  g 

iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii^^ 
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The  Faded  Actor 

{Continued  jtom  page  //) 

a  Fox  or  a  Sheridan,  and  held,  even 
at  second  hand,  the  admiration  of  a 
senate. 

Nay  more,  there  is  a  thing  in  the 
soul  of  the  Faded  Actor  that  all  may 
envy  who  in  this  life  are  busied  with 
the  aesthetic  arts.  For  after  all  what 
does  he  want,  poor  battered  guy,  with 
his  queer  gestures  and  his  outlandish 
graces?  Money?  Not  he.  He  has 
never  had,  nor  ever  dreamed  of,  it.  A 
coin  here  and  there,  enough  to  buy  a 
dram  of  gin  or  some  broad  cheap  writ- 
ing paper  on  which  to  enscribe  his 
thoughts  —  that  much  he  asks;  but 
beyond  that  his  ambition  never  goes, 
for  it  travels  elsewhere  and  by  another 
road.  His  soul  at  least  is  pure  of  the 
taint  that  is  smeared  across  the  arts 
by  the  money  rewards  of  a  commer- 
cial age.  He  lived  too  soon  to  hear 
of  the  millions  a  year  that  crown  suc- 
cess and  kill  out  genius;  that  substitute 
publicity  for  fame;  that  tempt  a  man 
to  do  the  work  that  pays  and  neglect 
the  promptings  of  his  soul,  and  that 
turn  the  field  of  the  arts  into  one  great 
glare  of  notoriety  and  noise.  Not  so 
worked  and  lived  a  Shakespeare  or  a 
Michael  Angelo;  and  the  Faded  Act- 
or descends  directly  from  them.  Art 
for  Art's  sake,  is  his  whole  creed,  un- 
conscious though  it  be.  Some  one  to 
listen  to  his  lines,  an  audience  though 
only  in  a  barn  or  beside  the  hedge  row, 
a  certain  mead  of  praise  that  is  the 
breath  of  art  and  the  inspiration  of 
effort;  this  he  asks  and  no  more.  A 
yacht,  a  limousine,  a  place  beside  the 
sea  —  of  these  things  the  Faded  Act- 
or has  never  heard.  A  shelter  in  some 
one  else's  premises,  enough  gin  to  keep 
his  voice  as  mellow  as  Shakespeare 
would  have  wished  it,  and  with  that, 
permission  to  recite  his  lines,  and  to 
stand  forth  in  his  poor  easy  fancy  as  a 
King  of  Carthage,  or  a  Sultan  of 
Morocco.  Such  is  the  end  and  aim  of 
his  ambition.  But  out  of  such  forms 
of  ambition  has  been  built  up  all  that 
is  best  in  art. 

G— G— G 

"Did  you  remove  the  price  marks 
from  all  the  presents  before  you  wrap- 
ped them  up,   Henry?" 

"No,  dear.  Only  from  the  inex- 
pensive ones."  — Life. 


JVhat  Florence  Walton  says 

(1  ~     -    - 

of 


(The    Famous  Dancer) 


BEAUTIFIER 


August  3i0th,   1!)22. 
Dear  Sirs, 

I  i>articulurt!i  like  Boncilla  Beautifier.  It  is  so  refresh- 
iny  and  truly  makes  you  feel  rested.  I  used  it  after  a  long, 
tirrsome  two  hundred  mile  ride  and  I  felt  a  neir  person  in 
twenty  minutes.  I  seldom,  ever  use  any  creams  or  lotion, 
but  I  am  sure  I  shall  always  use  your  loondcrful  Beautifier. 
You  may  use  this,  my  honest  opinion,  regarding  the  Beau- 
tifier. 

Very  truly  yours,  FLORENCE  W.iLTOy. 

THREE  BONCILLA  PACKS  ONLY  50  CENTS 


Honcilla  Beautifier  is  a  fragrant,  grayish  Clasmic  Pack, 
chat  you  spread  over  the  face.  It  guarantees  to  do  these 
definite  things  for  the  face  or  your  money  will  be 
refunded: 

1.  Clear   the    compexion    and    give    it    color. 

2.  Cleanse    and     close    enlarged    pores. 

3.  Remove   blackheads   and    pimples   and   eliminate   excess 
olliness. 

4. — Lift   out   the    lines. 

5.      Rebuild     drooping     tissues    and     muscles. 

n       Make   the    skin    soft    and    velvety. 


Boncilla  Pack-O  -  Beauty 

Contains  enough  Boncilla 
Beautifier,  cold  and  vanish- 
ing creams  and  face  powder 
for  three  or  four  complete 
pacii.s.  Costs  only  50  cents 
at  drug  or  department  stores. 
If  they  cannot  supply  you. 
order  direct  from  us.  sending 
50c.    with  coupon   given   here. 
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CflNflDfl  DRY 

MLE  GINGER  ALE 

(THE  ORIGINAL) 

At  Hart  House  Tuck 
and  most  good  shops 

JJKfLAUCHLIN  LIMITED 

TORONTO     AND     EDMONTON 

Alxi  kcuMft-Uljl  ^  C»r<td^  Dry  Oirger  Ale,  lncNn>  York  City 


Say,  Marge,  where'd  you  get  the  colour? 
What  d'ye  mean?  Where'd  I  get  it? 
Sorry,  old  thing,  no  offense!  I  just 
meant  to  imply  that  you're  looking 
stunning.  Your  complexion  is  as  soft 
as  clear  and  as  smooth  as  one  of  those 
advertisements  for  CAMPANA'S 
ITALIAN  BALM! 

Guessed  right  first  time.    That's  exactly 
what  it  is,  my  dear. 
Cheerio ! 

Campana  *s 

Italian  Balm 


Goblin 

Books,  Continued 

seems  to  be  a  recognized  essential  that  something  must  be  said 
on  the  jacket.)  Readers  intrigued  by  the  wrapper  will  fmd 
the  book  pretty  meagre  fare,  while  the  public  that  would  really 
enjoy  it  would  never  purchase  anything  that  promised  to  give 
them  "A  broad  and  intelligent  outlook  on  the  problenu  that 
we  must  face  to-day." 

As  a  romance  it  is  as  effective  as  a  great  deal  of  the  stuff 
that  has  come  our  way  of  late.  As  a  serious  novel,  however, 
it  could  only  be  regarded  as  a  pitiful  failure.  Taken  seriously 
the  figure  of  the  dreamer-musician  leader  of  the  secret  Bolshe- 
vist forces,  the  mysterious  capitalist  dictatmg  to  the  government 
and  the  theatrical  mystic  Dhu  Singh  are  all  absurd  and  equally 
improbable.  If  these  garish  puppets  stand  only  as  symbols,  the 
idea  has  not  been  carried  out  consistently. 

As  a  first  novel  it  shows  a  writer  who  possesses  a  love  of 
dramatic  situation  and  a  love  of  words.  He  has  allowed  both 
to  carry  him  away.  In  the  first  case  the  result  has  been  ridicu- 
lously melodramatic  dialogue  and  in  the  second  an  extravagance 
of  phraseology  that  soon  becomes  meaningless. 

IF  WINTER  DON'T.  By  Barry  Pain.  Toronto:  S. 
B.  Gundy,  Publishers.      $1.00. 

In  spite  of  the  fact  that  almost  everyone  has  read  "If  Winter 
Comes"  A.  S.  M.  Hutchinson  is  really  a  great  author.  He  is 
fair  game  for  the  parodist.  The  man  who  would  stoop  to 
parody  Onoto  Watanna  or  H.  St.  John  Cooper  would  probably 
rob  blind  news  boys  in  his  spare  time.  It's  too  easy  and  when 
it's  all  over  and  done  with  you  have  only  said,  "That  donkey 
looks  to  me  like  a  jackass."  But  to  choose  a  book  which 
bears  unmistakably  the  signs  of  a  great  novel  and  to  write  an 
amusing  burlesque  upon  it  that  shall  at  the  same  time  serve  as 
a  criticism  is  a  worthy  task. 

"Imitation  is  the  sincerest  form  of  flattery."  A  parody  is 
not  exactly  an  imitation,  but  the  parodist,  nevertheless,  pays  an 
indirect  compliment  to  the  work  he  chooses  to  put  through  the 
hoop.  It  implies  that  the  original  possesses  a  distinction  of 
style — one  way  or  the  other.  It  also  implies  that  the  author 
of  the  original  has  a  reputation.  Both  are  true  of  A.  S.  M. 
Hutchinson.  As  for  the  former,  Barry  Pain  has  taken  ex- 
cellent care  of  it.  As  for  the  latter,  it  is  taking  excellent  care 
of  the  sales  of  Barry  Pain's  book.  Lest  this  last  be  taken  for 
a  tack  on  Mr.  Pain's  chair  let  us  hasten  to  add  that  "If  Winter 
Don't"  is  one  of  the  best  parodies  that  have  come  into  our 
hands  and  a  little  book  that  we  prophesy  Santa  Claus  has  pur- 
chased in  large  numbers  this  year. 

(ContinueJ  on  page  S2) 


WiUthotm  3nn 

169  COLLEGE  STREET  (Two  Doors  West  of  McCaul) 
Phone;  College  9354 


W 


The  handiest  rendezvous   in  Toronto;  just 
across  the  street  from  the  University,  and 
half  way  between  the  residential  and  shop- 
ping districts  of  the  city. 


LUNCHEON         12.00  to  2.00,  —  35  &  50c. 
TEA  3.00  to  5.00,  —  a  la  carte 

DINNER  5.30  to  7.00,  --  40  &   65c. 


Goblin 


Tea  Room 
Main  2473 
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Cafeteria 
Ad.  2227 


BINGHAM'S 

—LIMITED— 

Store:-  146  Yonge  St. 
Cafeteria:-  84  Yonge  St. 

Noon  Luncheon 
11.30—2  p.  m. 

Afternoon  Teas 
2.30—5  p.  m. 

Evening  Dinner 
5.00—7.30  p.  m. 

Makers  of 
"Polly -Anna  Chocolates" 

"The  Glad  Candies" 


The  Lady  From  Iowa  Speaks 

Life  is  harsh,  and  rough — and  rude. 

Life  is   Hke   a   stack   of   charred   pan- 
cakes. 

Life  is  Hke  a  bowl  of  punch — spiked 
with  httle  sand-burrs. 

Life  is  unrelentless ; 

It  is   hke   a   batch   of  drop  cookies — 
filled  with  Spanish  needles. 

And  yet — we  must  smile 

and  grin — 
and  smile! 

As  though  we  were  eating  ambrosia, 

As   though   we   were   sipping   sweetly- 
scented  nectar. 

Perhaps  we  are!  — Frivol 

G— G— G 
All   Greek  students   are   in    a    class 

by  themselves.  — Widow. 


Our  selection  of  fall  fabrics  is  much  ad- 
mired as  are  also  our  methods  of  fitting 
and  styling  a  garment  so  as  to  give  it 
that  air  of  distinction  which  character- 
izes  all    our    clothes. 

If  you  have  not  yet  had  a  suit  or 
overcoat  made  by  us  you  have  a  surpris- 
ing treat  in  store  for  yourself  as  soon 
as   we  get   the   first   order. 

BERKINSHAW   &    COLLIER, 
Merchant   Tailors, 

Established   1885.  316   Yonge  St. 


Abetter  smoike  and  a 
ch^eapcr  smote 

*'Ro11iii^  t|our  owit^l 
t§  easy  to  learn  ivith 
ORINOCO^  it  saves  ijou 
moneii  ^^ou  $f  et  10  Itand 
rolled  ciis^aref  f es  for  less 

than  4  cents 

You  ^et  better  cl^arelfes« 
each  freshlij  rolled  cl^^ 
arette  ^ivestiou thelitis 
fragrance  and  aroma  of 
the  genuine  southern 
drown  leaf  used  exclos* 
ivelti  in^  ORINOCO 

Roll  i|oiir  civil  with 

ORINOCO 


Face  to  Face 

Florine:  "Hear  you  and  George 
had  a  row  after  the  dance  last  night." 

Clorine:  "Yes,  he  was  keeping  my 
school-girl     complexion."   —   Puppet. 

G— G— G 

Who  pays  the  woman  who  pays? 

—Liie. 


Miss  Edna  Hinch 

Teacher  of  Modern 
Dancing 

PRIVATE  LESSONS  ONLY 
STUDIO: 

356  Brunswick  Avenue 
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High  Lights  On 

MacLean's 

For  Dec. 

15th. 


THE  COVER  is  an  appealing  and 
delicate  bit  of  artistry  from  the 
brush  of  Norman  Price,  a  Cana- 
dian who  has  made  an  almost  un- 
equalled success  in  Canada,  in  Eng- 
land, and  in  New  York. 

"Blackmail,"  one  of  the  outstanding 
short  stories  of  the  year,  is  by  John 
Galsworthy,  pre-eminent  amongst 
English  writers  of  fiction  and  drama. 
It  is  a  sophisticated  bit  of  fiction, 
which  will  appeal  even  to  that  blase 
man-of-the-world,  a  Varsity  freshman. 

Two  of  the  illustrators  are  Arthur 
William  Brown  and  F.  R.  Gruger. 
You  graduates  and  undergrads.  will 
appreciate  what  super-work  these 
men  do.  "Brownie"  is  a  Hamilton 
boy  and  both  he  and  "F.  R."  are  top- 
notchers  in  black  and  white. 

No  doubt  you  know  Gilbert  E. 
Jackson — the  "economic  prof."  He 
has  an  authoritative  article  on  page 
four:  "Keeping  the  Canadian  Dollar 
at  Par." 

There  will  be  a  startling  ai'ticle  in 
the  January  1st  MACLEAN'S  which 
every  student  in  Canada  will  read 
with  pleasure.  It  will  make  the  men 
"josh"  the  girls — and  it  should  give 
the  girls  many  chances  to  retort.  Its 
title  is:  "When  the  Quizzer  Was 
Quizzed."  and  it's  by  E.  J.  Pratt, 
lecturer  at  University  of  Toronto  in 
psychology  and  English.  There  are 
two  questionnaires  in  it  —  both 
screams! 

Maclean's 

1        X'CANADA'S    NATIONAL  MAGAZINE 

l?/15<-rk»-o         J-  VERNON    McKENZIE,    U  of  T,     09. 
EyUl  lUlS         J    L    RUTLEDGE,  U  of  T,  '07 

143  University  Avenue,  TORONTO 


University  students  can  always  get  lucrative 
and  cong'enial  employment  selling  MAC- 
LEAN'S—Canada's   National    Periodical. 


He:  Has  your  fortune  ever  been  told? 
She:  No;  but  1  daresay  papa  will  tell  you  if  you 
really  have  serious  intentions." 

— Record. 

G— G— G 

Mort 

(With   no  particular  reflection  upon   the  poetry  of  Miss  Amy 

Lowell) 
When  the  reverberating  echoes  of  miasmic  chlorophyll 
Ascend  the  Parnassus  of  whin 
Then  I  drift  along  with  the  flostsam  of  Indignity 
Until  I  drown. 

After  that  I  see  no  resurrection 
— No  after-life   for  Aphroditic  atoms — 
The  aeons  of  the  pagans 
With  their  lush  and  furtive  patterns 
Seem  to  be  riding  madly  in  torrents  of  alabaster. 

Chaos ! 

The  ferment  of  Aegean  climate 
Piled  up  on  torrid  banks  of  foam 
A  neo-motive  and  an  ant-hill 
For  thirsty  men  to  stamp  upon. 

— Record. 
G— G— G 

Stranger:  "Are  you  safe  in  Chinatown?" 

Native:  "Yes,  if  you  keep  away  from  all  white  people." 

— Voo  Doo. 
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We  sing  the  festal  Yule- 
tide  logs, 

Good  health  andXmas 
cheer, 

We  wish  you  happiness 
just  at 

This  season  of  the  year. 

And  at  the  New  Year's 
feast  if  you 

Old  cares  do  wish  to 
mocl^ 

Then  for  a  box  of  choc- 
olates choose 

A  package  of  Patter- 
son s  Private  Stock! 


•iiiiiiiiiiiriiiii;;;;;:;:;; 
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The  Joy 

of 
Playing 

Yourself 


The  majority  of  small  musical  in- 
struments are  easy  to  learn  to  play 
— m^ny  of  them  may  be  picked  up 
without  the  aid  of  a  teacher.  Why 
not  drop  in  and  choose  your  fav- 
orite instrument?  We  will  gladly 
give  you  every  possible  assistance. 


VIOLINS.    CELLOS 

Musical 

MANDOLINS 

GUITARS 

Instruments     ^ 

UKULELES,  BANJOS 

SAXOPHONES 

of              ^ 

CORNETS 

CLARIONETS 

Quality 

DRUMS 

XYLOPHONES 

Come  in  and  see  any  of  these 
instruments.  We  have  a  wonder- 
ful range  to  choose  from,  and 
can  give  you  a  great  deal  of  help- 
ful advice  about  the  choosing  of 
an  instrument. 


^I^VILLIAMS"""'*^ 


Established  1849 


LIMITED 

145  Yonge  Street 


Arrow  SfflRis 


THE  Arrow  label  is  a  guarantee  that  the  Shirt 
which  bears  it  represents  the  latest  and  best 
achievements  of  a  corps  of  trained  and  experienced 
shirt  making  experts.  They  have  Pre- Shrunk 
Neckbands,  Double-Wear  Cuffs  that  double  the 
life  of  the  shirt,  and  they  have  Shirt  Sleeve  Lengths 
to  fit  you. 

Cluett,  Peabody  &  Co.  of  Canada,  Limited 


Morning  Dawning 

Meeting, 
Greeting. 
Heart    stopped    beating. 

Chap, 

Sap, 

Girl   on   lap. 

Kiss,  » 

Miss, 

Heavenly  bliss. 

Tease, 

Squeeze, 

"Stop  it!    Please!" 

Didn't, 

Wouldn't, 

He   just   couldn't. 

Pout, 

Shout, 

Who    came    out? 

Dad, 
Mad, 
Things  look  bad. 


Fight? 
Right! 
— Good  night  I 


■Voo  Doo 
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Invigoration 


From  a  pure,  delicious 

cup  of  "SALADA" 

Tea    18    a    wonaerrul 
sensation — 

Have  You    Tried  it? 


There  was  a  rumor  about  recently 
to  the  effect  that  Luther  Burbank 
crossed  a  field  of  daisies  with  a  car- 
nation in  his  buttonhole.  — Life. 

G— G— G 

1st  Barber:  "Why  were  you  so 
late?" 

2nd  Barber:  "I  was  shaving  myself 
and  couldn't  get  away  until  I  talked 
myself  into  a  hair-cut  and  a  shampoo." 

— Cahoon 


Prof,  (after  a  trying  first-hour 
class)  :  "Some  time  ago  my  doctor  told 
me  to  exercise  early  every  morning  with 
dumb-bells.  Will  the  class  report  to- 
morrow before  breakfast?    Dismissed." 

— Froth 
G— G— G 

They  flung  poor  Jonah  in  the  sea. 

The  captain  who  was  cross, 
Said  "  'Tis  a  case  it  seems  to  me 

Of  prophet  and  of  loss." 

— Widow. 


A  New  Yearns  Resolution 


That  this  year  you  will  be  free  frcm  the  insidious 
demons  of  ill-health  that  make  a  drudgery  of  ex- 
istence. A  thousand  petty  ailments  can  be  avoid- 
ed if  you  are  in  sufficiently  good  physical  con- 
dition. 

Peanut  butter  contains  those  tissue  building 
properties  w^hich  are  essential  to  good  health. 
Hundreds  of  people  would  still  be  users  of  this 
nourishing  food  were  it  unpleasing  to  the  palate. 
But  peanut  butter  is  one  of  the  most  delectable 
of  table  luxuries.  You  have  only  to  try  it  to  be 
convinced  that  it  is  an  essential  for  your  table 
for  the  future.  Children  will  not  want  harmful 
sweets  if  there  is  always  a  jar  in  the  house.  They 
will  beg  for  "Bread'n'butt'er'n'peanut  butter"  arid 
it  is  good  for  them! 

MacLaren-Wright,  Limited 

Toronto,  Canada 


'"A  man  is  known  by 
the  clothes  he  wears' 


Evening  Dress  Suits 


We  can  fit  you 
to  perfection 
with  the  smart- 
est of  evening 
dress  suits. 


I  t^^S^fH  Special  Values. 
LlMlTCiL/  ^52-50   to  ^65. 

GENTLEMEN'S   CLOTHING 
and  FURNISHINGS 

28   KING    STREET  WEST 


Remembrance 

I  rose,  and  gave  to  her  my  seat; 

I  could  not  let  her  stand — 
She  made  me  think  of  mother,  with 

That  strap  held  in  her  hand. 

— Tiger 


Stories,  Photoplays  and  Poems  typed 
and  revised.  Write  for  terms.  A.  A. 
&  M.  0.  Blanchard,  Authors'  Repre- 
sentatives, 58  Jefferson  St.,  Bangor, 
Maine. 
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STILL  A  NOVICE 
Kitty — "Oh,  Jimmy,  Joe  proposed  to  me  last  night. 
Jimmy — "Did  he  do  it  nicely?" 
Kitty — "Yes — no— I  don't  know.      I'm  no  expert." 

— Widow 


Epitaph 

Peacefully   sleeping 
Lieth  Bill  Lane, 
In  his  Ford  he  tried 
To  derail  a  train. 


— Judge. 


BLUEBIRD 

Tea    Rooms 

699  Spadina  Avenue 

One  Block  South   of  Bloor 

Breakfast,  Luncheon,  After- 
noon Tea,  Dinner 

Open  Sundays      College  5691 

Rooms   Available    for    Ban- 
quets   and   Private  Dances. 


Books  Continued 

JOSEPH  CREER  AND  HIS 
DAUGHTER,  by  Hemy  Kiichdl 
Webster.  Indianapolis:  The  Bobbs- 
Merrill  Company,  Publishers.     $2.00. 

A  vivid,  magnetic  personality;  a 
tremendous,  if  sporadic,  worker;  a 
born  revolutionary ;  brilliant,  inventive, 
resourceful,  unafraid  of  anything, 
changeable,  complex  —  this  is  Joseph 
Greer.  He  is  an  unusual  man  in  every 
sense  of  the  word,  and,  as  such,  is  re- 
garded with  suspicion  by  his  more 
average  fellows.  His  life  is  such  a  one 
as  naturally  divides  itself  into  episodes. 
This  novel  really  concerns  itself  with 
just  one  episode  in  his  turbulent  career. 

As  for  Beatrice,  his  daughter,  she 
is  likeable  but  certainly  not  admirable. 
Brought  to  the  age  of  nineteen  with- 
out  ever   having   seen   her    father,   she 


Flying  Pink  Balloons 


ARE  \ou  always  flying 
pink  balloons  in  the 
matter  of  in\estments? 
Buying  something  which  is 
highly  inflated,  which  looks 
nice,  without  any  real  solid 
substance  ? 

Solid.dcfjendable  investments 
are  easy  to  purchase,  eesy  to 
pay  for,  easy  to  keep.  They 
may  be  procured  in  amounts 
ranging  from  $50  upwards. 

$10  a  month  invested  at  6% 
will  amount  in  ten  years  to 

$1,612.22 
$25    a    month    to   $4,030.55 
$100  a  month   to  $16,122.22 

Buy  daJDer\dable    investm(:nts. 

Keep  them  and  they  will 

keep  you. 

A-EAMES&CO 

DEP£NOAaL£   INVESTMENTS   ~    ESTABUSMED  lAAi 

MONTREAL  TORONTO   NEW  YORK 
VICTORIA. B.C.  CHICAGO.  ILU 


comes  half-way  across  a  continent  by 
herself  to  live  with  him.  It  is  typical 
of  her  that  she  would  take  the  chance 
she  did ;  she  had  every  reason  to  think, 
if  she  had  believed  her  mother's  rela- 
tives, that  he  was  an  utter  bounder. 

Henry  Kitchell  Webster  is  a  man 
who  has  profited  by  maturity.  His 
last  three  novels,  and  particularly  this 
one,  are  important  additions  to  Ameri- 
can letters. 

iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiriiiiiiiiniiiiiiiiiiiiiiiuiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiMiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiriiiiiii 


Fancy   Costumes 

For  Masquerades  and  Theatricals 

Hirt  or  Purchase 

The  Macdonald-Dawn  Co. 

460  SPADINA  AVE.  COLLEGE  2900 
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SUPPORT,    by   Margaret    Ashmun.      Toronto:    The 
MacM'dlan  Company,  Publishers.      $2.00. 

This  is  another  novel  more  or  less  closely  allied  to 
the   new   "Main   Street"    school    of    fiction.      While    it 
can,  in  no  sense,  be  said  to  be  a  great  novel  or  even  one 
which  will  out-live  its  one  season  on  the  book-stalls,  it 
does,  at  least,   convey  an  impression  of  veracity  as   far 
as  it  goes.      There  are  a  good  many  of  these  "true-to- 
life"   novels   about  these  days.      Possibly   this  one  is   a 
bit  above  the  average.      The  portrait  of  Margaret's  old 
father  struck  us  as  being  particularly  well-drawn. 
AFTER  THE  HONEYMOON.     By  Louise  Mason.    Il- 
lustrated by  Roy  Fisher.      Toronto:   McClelland  and  Stewart, 
Publishers.      $1.00. 

A  clever  collection  of  epigrams  containing  sage  advice  to  the 
newly  married.  Should  appeal  especially  to  spinsters  and 
bachelors. 

G— G— G 
"SST!" 
"What?" 

"Have  you  any  chloroform?" 
"Yes." 
"Don't  breathe  it!"  — Virginia  Reel. 

G— G— G 
"I'm  on  fire  with   love   for  you!"   cried  the  young  man   at 
her  feet. 

At  that  moment,  most  fortunately,  the  young  lady's  father 
came  in  and  put  him  out.  — Virginia  Reel. 

G— G— G 

"No,  Masdarille,  the  Rotary  Club  is  not  a  revolutionary 
society."  — AwgWan. 


Winter's 
Gloom 


No  longer  a  necessary  reality — The  ideal  anti- 
dote— Superior  even  to  Dr.  Coue's  celebrated  "I'm 
getting-  better'n  better"  theory  —  The  collected 
humour  of  the  71  college  comics  published  in 
America  is  now  being  released  from  the 
GOBLIN'S  DEN  at  the  delightfully  insignificant 
price  of  35c. 

One  hundred  pages  of  hilarious  fun  in  cartoon, 
verse  and  epigram. 

Radia^'ing  a  brilliantly  spontaneous  wit  ranging 
from  the  whimsical  to  the  burlesque,  there  is  no 
publication  in  the  world  the  even  remote  equiva- 
lent of  "COLLEGE  HUMOUR"  — The  Literary 
Digest  of  the  college  comic  field. 

We  regret  that  our  supply  of  this  incomparable 
treasure  trove  of  joyous  fun  is  limited  and  would 
advise  an  immediate  mailing  of  your  order,  at 
35c  per  copy  post-paid.  Cheques,  Money  Orders 
or  Stamps  are  equally  acceptable. 

Dept.  23,  GOBLIN'S  LTD. 

153  University  Ave.,  Toronto 


PLAYER'S 

NAVY   CUT 

CIGARETTES 
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Finest  Worhmanghi 


PcSLck^de    of  lO-       20^^ 

n^     ,.    20  -     35^ 

Enamel  Tin"     SO'       90'f 

//   //  100  -^1.75 


VARSITY  DANCE 
ORCHESTRA 

Late  of  the  Refectory,  Niagara  Falls 

The  Snappiest  and  Jazziest  Aggregation 
of  Terpsichore  Inducing  Artists  in  the  City 

NOW  OPEN  FOR  ENGAGEMENTS 
For  details  write  or  telephone  T.  J .  Wheeler 


Trinity  College 
Toronto 


Trinity 
6642 
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An  old  Briar 

for  the  New  Year 


A  Kola  Briar  is  the 
smoker's  best  invest- 
ment for  1923.  Cool 
and  sweet  from  the 
start,  it  will  outlast 
other  pipes  of  many 
times  its  cost,  and  in 
appearance  it  is  the 
last  word  in  style  and 
p:ood  taste. 


AN  OLD  FRIEND 
FROM  THE  START 


Beware  of  Imitations! 

Genuine  Kola  Briars  are  sold  by  all  good  stores  at 

One    Dollar 


English  Collars 

by  Welch,  Margetson,  London 


The  superfine  texture  of 
Welch,  Margetson  collars 
is  responsible  for  their 
distinctive  appearance 
and  long  life.  Once 
worn  —  always  worn. 
$4.00  per  dozen. 

Holt,  Renfrew  &  Co. 

Limited 

Yonge  and  Adelaide  Sts. 


The  Movie  Director  on  the  Copy  Desk 

(Reported  by  Benny  Blank) 
(Written  by  Ike  Imbecile) 
(Edited  by  Samuel  Simple) 
(Headlines  by  Harold  Halfwit) 

(Personal  Direction  of  Tom  Tippler,  Managing  Editor) 
(Linotype  Work  by  Steele  Stupid) 
(Proof  read  by  Virgil  Vacuum) 
(Make-up  by  Danny  Dumbbell) 
(Stereotyping  by  Sammy  Sapp) 
(Art  Work  by  Larry  Languid)    . 
(Newsprint  by  Chargem  Paper  Company) 
(Ink  by  Gray  Gravel  Company) 
(Distributed  by  Union  News  Company) 
(Approved  by  Banner's  Editorial  Council) 
(Copyright.    1922) 

Mayor  John  F.  Hylan  left  last  night  for  Palm  Beach,  Fla., 
where  he  will  spend  a  short  vacation.  He  expects  to  be  back 
at  his  desk  in  City  Hall  before  the  end  of  next  week.  The 
Mayor  said  he  had  no  statement  to  make  before  leaving  the  city. 

—Uie. 

G— G— G 

There  was  a  young  fellow  named  Vaughan 
Who  got  horribly  drunk  on  Caughan, 

In  the  cold  grey  Daughan 

Of  the  following  Maughan 
He  wished  he  had  never  been  Baughan. 

— Exchanoe. 


THE  DIET  KITCHEN 
TEA  ROOMS 

72  Bloor  Street  W.,  Toronto 


BREAKFAST  LUNCHEON 

AFTERNOON  TEA  DINNER 


OPEN  SUNDAYS 


Phone  North  4382 


The  mark  Edison 
Mazda,  on  a  lamp. 
Is  your  guarantee 
that  you  are  pur- 
chasing a  pro- 
duct, the  most 
perfect  science 
has  thus  far  de- 
veloped. 


"What  aDifFerence  Light  Mahes' 

The  front  hall  of  your  home  is  the  face  of  your  home ;  and 
the  lights  in  your  hall  are  its  eyes. 

They  see  your  guests  before  you  do,  and  send  out  their  wel- 
coming ray.  Their  gleam  of  farewell  follows  into  the  night  long 
after  the  door  has  closed. 

When  their  glow  is  clear  and  steady  it's  easy  to  forget  how 
important  they  are.  But  let  them  once  flash  when  they  ought  to 
be  dark — then  is  when  you  realize  what  a  difference  light  makes. 


Your  Edison  Mazda  Lamp  dealer  will  tell 
you  which  Edison  Mazda  lamp  will  light  each 
room  of  your  home — to  make  your  comfort 
greater  and  your  work  easier. 

"Made  in  Canada." 


